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THE    O.V.H. 

CHAPTER  I. 

A  WET  CAXVASS. 

On  the  Monday,  Ralph  Romiily  came  down 
^Yith.  the  working  portion  of  his  stud  to 
finish  the  season  at  Old  Yale  House. 

Keston  Gorse  was  the  meet,  and,  as 
usual,  a  sure  find.  A  thick,  tangled  cover, 
it  took  a  good  deal  of  dramng ;  but  before 
the  hounds  had  been  thrown  in  for  ^ve 
minutes  Ned  Masters  was  standing  up  in 
his  stirrups,  signalling  silently  to  Dan,  who 
was  watching  the  working  of  the  few  sterns 
that  peeped  here  and  there  over  the  tops 
of  the  furze-bushes. 

VOL.  III.  B 


A  THE  O.V.H. 

A  grand  dog-fox  with  a  white  tag  on 
his  brush  had  stolen  out  on  the  east  side, 
where  the  presence  of  a  gigantic  open 
drain,  deep  enough  to  ingulf  man  and 
horse,  and  a  good  quarter  of  a  mile  long, 
tempted  many  to  wait,  while  there  was  a 
bridge  handy  three  hundred  yards  do^vn 
on  the  south  end. 

So  the  poacher  unmolested  had  already 
safely  crossed  the  drain,  and  pointed  straight 
for  the  Tan  woods,  the  only  vestige  of 
shelter  for  six  miles,  before  Dan's  horn  and 
halloo  had  sounded  to  call  the  hounds  on 
to  the  Ime,  but  mthout  in  the  least  acce- 
lerating the  pace  of  the  fox,  who  knew 
that  he  had  a  fair  start,  and  moreover  a 
long  journey  before  him.  So  he  led  them 
merrily  over  three  miles  of  the  sweetest 
grass  and  blackthorn  of  the  Old  Vale,  the 
hounds  running  compact  upon  a  holding 
scent,  and  only  about  a  dozen  horses,  who 
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had  been  pushed  straight  at  the  drain  in 
question  the  instant  that  the  horn  had 
sounded,  at  all  handy  to  them.  The  rest 
of  the  field,  who  had  gone  round  by  the 
bridge,  were  scattered  in  various  direc- 
tions, and  Sir  John  had  led  a  brigade  that 
made  the  fortune  for  the  day  of  the  old 
pike-keeper  at  Keston-bar. 

And  now,  dead  in  front  of  them,  at  the 
misty  end  of  a  hundred-acre  water-meadow, 
close  couched  in  its  banks,  fringed  with  its 
willows,  which  alone  betrayed  its  where- 
abouts to  distant  comers,  flowed  the  Upper 
Glyde,  that  humid  bugbear  of  the  Old 
Vale.  No  Klihlborn  ever  damped  so  much 
ardour  or  checked  so  many  adventurers 
from  Undine  as  did  that  river-god  in  ex- 
acting penalties  from  trespassers  in  pursuit 
of  Diana — just  small  enough  to  be  dis- 
qualified as  a  river,  just  big  enough  as  a 
brook  to  be  "  main  awkward,"  as  Dan  ex- 
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pressed  it,  when  his  rat-tailed  bay  had  a 
fortnight  before  got  bogged  in  his  take-oiF, 
filled  his  rider's  pockets  with  water,  and 
horn  mth  black  mud. 

But  Dan  knew  the  best  approach  and 
best  landing  on  the  present  occasion  ;  and 
Bluster,  who  had  been  pulling  Ralph's 
arms  out  of  the  sockets  since  the  start, 
made  no  mistake  about  it  this  time,  as  he 
went  at  it  like  a  gi^ampus,  and,  with  the 
least  bit  of  scramblino;  and  skatino-  on  the 
landing,  settled  doA^ai  again  in  his  stride 
with  an  extra  kick  and  pull  to  compensate 
himself  for  the  exertion. 

And  Jemmy,  sitting  snugly  on  a  new 
purchase,  who  had  taken  the  place  of  Lord 
of  the  Valley  now  that  the  latter  had  been 
promoted  exclusively  to  lighter  duties — a 
long  raking  bay  mare,  nearly  thorough- 
bred, fired  on  both  hocks,  but  sound  withal, 
with  ample  pace  and  jumping  power,  and 
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considerable  faculty  for  pulling  —  came 
down  like  a  glutton  in  his  own  line,  nearly 
abreast  of  his  cousin  and  huntsman,  and 
in  close  company  with  six  or  seven  "  good 
goers"  of  the  season's  adventurers  in  the 
Old  Vale,  who  had  been  doing  their  jea- 
lous best  to  override  the  hounds,  till  the 
racing  pace  of  the  last  mile  had  placed  the 
beauties  in  safety  with  a  field  clear  lead. 

"  Vixen,"  the  new  purchase,  had  fenced 
con  amore  since  they  left  Keston  Gorse, 
and  what  with  the  pace,  and  the  exertion 
of  restraining  the  maid's  impetuosity,  Mr. 
Blake  was  already  in  a  fair  state  of  per- 
spiration. Picking  his  place  straight  in 
front  of  him,  catching  short  hold  of  the 
A^ixen's  head,  and  warmmg  her  ribs  with 
the  s^Durs,  he  came  thundering  by  the 
sedge  tussocks  down  to  the  brink ;  and  the 
Vixen  seeing  the  duty,  nothing  loth,  cocked 
her   ears,    and   was    gathering    her    rush. 
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when  an  ill-conditioned  waterlien  flushed 
malaprojjos  out  of  a  tussock  on  the  whip- 
hand,  and  in  her  terror  almost  flaj^ping 
the  Vixen's  nose,  sent  that  lady's  head 
wildly  and  disdainfully  in  the  air,  caused 
her  to  balk  her  stride  and  change  her 
legs,  and  in  another  instant,  with  a  skew- 
spring,  a  crash,  and  a  splash,  Mr.  Blake 
found  himself  half  bUnded  mth  muddy- 
water,  his  hat  washed  behind  him  and  half 
strangling  him  Avith  the  safety-band,  and 
his  perso]!  in  general  moister  than  was 
conducive  to  his  comfort  or  suitable  to  his 
previous  state  of  perspiration. 

The  pace  and  power  of  the  Vixen's 
spring  had  all  but  cleared  the  twenty  foot 
of  water,  and  the  Master's  elbows  were  on 
the  terra  Jirma  of  a  rush-bed,  as  he  shook 
his  feet  from  the  stirrups,  and  sought  the 
aid  of  a  willow-bough  overhead  to  hook 
himself  on  his  legs  ashore^ 


A  WET  CANVASS.  7 

The  Vixen,  with  the  wind  pretty  well 
shaken  out  of  her,  lay  passive  for  a  mi- 
nute or  so,  her  head  stretched  out  on  the 
reeds,  her  hind-quarters  dragging  in  the 
flood,  till  Jemmy  began  to  fear  that  a 
broken  back  had  reduced  his  ninety-guinea 
purchase  to  the  value  of  the  hide  and 
shoes,  and  a  sup^^ly  for  the  kennel-boiler ; 
but  by  the  time  that  the  leaders  had  swept 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  away,  a  couple  more 
had  found  a  similar  watery  level,  and  half- 
a-dozen  followers  stopped  to  contemplate 
from  the  other  side  the  uncertainty  of 
human  prospects,  as  they  beheld  a  drag- 
gled plunger  besmearing  his  buckskins  as 
he  sat  on  the  brink,  holding  helplessly, 
yet  perseveringly,  to  the  bridle  of  his  swim- 
ming quadruped,  and  the  white  stern  of  a 
brother  officer  conspicuously  visible  as  he 
scrambled  all-fours  up  the  bank  from  his 
bath.     The  Vixen  seemed  disposed  to  think 
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that  all  was  not  over  yet,  and  raising  her- 
self on  her  fore-legs  with  a  convulsive  shake 
and  a  struggle,  extricated  her  lower  limbs, 
planted  a  stumbling  toe  ruthlessly  upon 
the  Master's  agonised  foot,  floundered  once 
more  upon  her  knees  and  head,  and  then 
rose  up  panting,  dripping,  and  trembling, 
but  apparently  in  no  other  way  the  worse 
for  her  fall  and  immersion. 

Not  so  the  M.F.H.  The  westerly  wind 
whistled  chilly  through  his  dripping  in- 
teguments; the  sudden  check  to  perspira- 
tion was  delightfully  conducive  to  lum- 
bago in  prospect ;  he  had  lost  his  start 
and  place ;  the  only  vestige  of  the  line  of 
run  was  to  be  traced  through  the  tail  of 
the  scanty  dozen  who  had  safely  manipu- 
lated the  Glyde ;  and  the  last  of  them  was 
disappearing  through  an  impervious  bull- 
finch two  hundred  yards  distant. 

However,   he   lost  no   time  in  scram- 
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lino"  back  to  his  saddle,   shudderino;  from 

O  ■'CD 

head  to  foot  as  he  settled  down  to  the 
chilled  and  clammy  recesses,  and  kicked 
the  Mxen  along  in  the  track  of  the  last 
visible  horseman. 

The  Vixen,  decidedly  subdued  by  her 
fall  in  the  world,  lurched  considerably  as 
she  strode  over  the  water-meadow,  and 
pecked,  as  if  from  distress,  on  landing 
through  the  l3ullfinch,  a  prickly  brier  lov- 
ingly entwined  round  the  M.F.H.'s  wind- 
pipe. However,  she  partially  recovered 
herself  as  she  warmed  to  her  work,  and 
had  fairly  overhauled  a  brace  of  prede- 
cessors, when,  a  quarter  of  an  hour  later, 
Jemmy  checked  her  for  an  instant  under 
the  boundary-fence  of  the  Tan  woods  and 
listened  for  the  distant  music  of  the  pack, 
who  were  rattling  their  fox  merrily  through 
the  underwood,  too  close  to  give  him  time 
to  turn  had  he  the  inclination,  and  forcin^j 
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Mm  immediately  to  set  his  head  once  more 
for  the  open,  and  try,  as  a  last  resource, 
the  earths  of  Claycross  Warrens,  still  four 
weary  miles  in  advance. 

1^0  chance  of  making  up  lost  ground  in 
cover,  and  shoving  along  by  the  lower  side 
of  the  underwood,  Mr.  Blake  had  the  satis- 
faction of  seeing  three  or  four  leaders  in 
pink  sailing  clear  away  from  the  farther 
end,  as  he  splashed  through  an  open  gate- 
way and  reached  the  limit  of  the  Tan 
woods. 

There  was  nothing  for  it  but  a  stern 
chase,  and  but  that  the  Vixen  seemed 
for  the  time  being,  if  anything,  improved 
rather  than  the  worse  for  wear  since  she 
had  picked  herself  out  of  the  Glyde,  there 
would  have  been  little  chance  that  the 
Master  should  see  anything  more  of  his 
hounds  in  action  for  that  day.  ^' Just  his 
luck  too  !     About  the  best  run  of  the  sea- 
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son,  and  to  get  thro^Ti  out  by  an  infernal 
moorhen ;"  and  the  usually  placid  Mr. 
Blake  indulged  in  a  modified,  but  for  him 
forcible,  anathema. 

Another  two  miles  of  strong  pace,  with 
more  fallow  interlarded  with  the  grass  of 
the  Vale  than  pleased  the  Master,  especially 
as  he  felt  the  Vixen  beginning  novv^  and 
then  to  require  stimulants  at  her  fences 
out  of  heavy  ground;  and  though  he  had 
grimly  chuckled  at  a  couple  of  enthusiasts 
worshipping  the  mother  of  all  as  he  passed 
them  in  detail,  and  had  been  throAvn  out 
of  his  stride  and  nearly  brought  to  giief 
himself  by  a  riderless  roan  that  insisted  on 
following  the  line  upon  his  own  hook,  yet  of 
the  hounds  not  one  glimpse  could  he  ob- 
tain ;  and,  mute  as  they  were  running,  still 
less  could  his  ear  help  or  guide.  But  two 
or  three  far -distant  pinks,  careering  and 
glancing  ever  and  anon  through  the  vista 
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of  fences  ahead,  still  served  to  keep  hini  on 
his  line;  and  he  understood  by  now  the 
point  for  which  the  fox  was  makmg,  and 
could  at  the  worst  make  straia'ht  for  that 


on  "  spec." 


It  was  with  mingled  feehngs  of  congra- 
tulation and  chagiin  that  he,  a  mile  far- 
ther on,  observed  flashes  of  pink  swinging- 
sharp  round  to  his  left  just  as  the  Vixen 
had,  unasked,  compounded  to  a  trot  at  a 
small  rising  ground,  and  ^ve  minutes' 
later,  after  having  kicked  her  through, 
rather  than  over,  four  or  five  intervenino; 
thorn  -  fences  and  carried  away  a  whole 
flight  of  providentially  rotten  rails,  he 
jogged  up  in  time  to  see  Dan,  surrounded 
by  a  limited  group  of  eight  dismounted 
horsemen,  who  were  slackening  girths  and 
otherwise  endeavouring  to  conduce  to  the 
comfort  of  pumped- out  quadrupeds,  dis- 
membering   the    remnants   of  the   white- 
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tagged  fox,  while  his  pack  vis-a-vis  panted 
and  bayed  for  their  prey. 

''  You  were  out  of  it  that  journey,  old 
boy,"  said  Ralph  by  way  of  condolence,  as 
they  led  their  horses  through  a  couple  of 
hand-gates  into  the  London  road.  "  How 
came  the  mare  to  put  you  down?  I  thought 
you  bought  her  with  a  high  character  for 
water." 

"It  was  a  darned  moorhen  balked 
us,"  said  Jemmy  in  melancholy,  as  he 
shivered  in  his  clannny  cords,  and  won- 
dered how  far  he  was  from  home. 

''Hard  lines  that!  You  missed  one  of 
the  prettiest  things  that  I  have  seen  this 
season;  however,  I  daresay,  you  sinned 
in  very  good  company,  judging  by  the 
limited  lot  Avho  were  with  us  in  Tan  woods. 
That  Glyde  water  chokes  off  a  good  many ; 
it  was  your  turn  this  time.  Don't  you 
remember  how  you  did  us  one  day  when 


14  THE  O.V.H. 

Euby  and  I  got  into  it  lower  doT^ni,  near 
the  Cross  dingles  ?"  And  Jemmy  failed  to 
obtain  any  comfort  from  the  recollection 
that  Ralph  had  got  a  couple  of  bootfuls  of 
water  three  months  previously. 

"  Look  here !"  said  Ralph,  half-an-hour 
later,  as  they  jogged  wearily  into  a  hamlet 
of  small  tenements  which  a  local  Peabody 
had  erected,  with  a  few  acres  of  land  at- 
tached to  each,  with  a  view  of  imparting 
agriculture  and  the  franchise  to  sundry 
enterprising  clodhoppers  at  the  lowest  pos- 
sible scale  of  rental.  "  Never  waste  an  op- 
portunity. You  must  canvass  one  or  two 
of  these  ruffians  as  we  go  past ;  who  knows 
but  that  Jack  Marshall  and  Moore  may  be 
here  to-morrow,  and  cut  you  out !" 

"  I'm  so  wet,"  said  Jemmy  piteously,  as 
he  shivered  at  the  thought  of  delay. 

"  Can't  help  that,"  quoth  Ralph  obdu- 
rately.    "These  votes   are   worth   on  the 
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average  a  fiver  apiece,  and  you  won't  pay 
as  much  as  that  to  the  doctor  to  cure  you, 
even  if  you  do  catch  lumbago.  Come  on!" 
and  he  signalled  a  ragged  urchin,  the  scion 
of  one  of  the  freeholders,  to  hold  the  horses, 
as  he  pulled  up  at  the  gate  of  the  nearest 
tenement. 

Ascertaining  from  the  ragamuffin  the 
name  of  the  proprietor,  Ralph  mercilessly 
ushered  Jemmy  in,  and  seating  himself 
when  invited  upon  a  broken-backed  chair, 
proceeded  to  coax  and  caress  a  dubious 
and  dirty -looking  baby  that  was  snivelling 
on  the  floor. 

Jemmy  introduced  himself,  as  he  took 
the  proffered  seat  by  the  fireside,  and  en- 
tered into  converse  with  the  master  of  the 
house,  who  was  just  completing  a  repast  of 
bread-and-dripping.  In  a  few  words  he 
made  known  the  purport  of  his  visit,  and 
further,  regardless  of  the  vocal  interruption 
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of  a  brace  of  porkers  who  were  squealing 
for  their  dinners  in  a  farther  corner  of  the 
room,  jjroceeded  as  tersely  as  possible,  for 
he  dreaded  evaporation  and  rheumatism, 
to  unfold  his  political  creed  and  tenets. 

"Nary!"  interrupted  the  tenant  in  a 
minute  or  tAvo,  Avhen  he  had  interrogated 
Jemmy  insinuatingly  as  to  whether  he 
was  a  Churchman,  and  received  a  cordial 
answer  in  the  affirmative.  "Ye  won't  do 
for  me  then,  I'm  afeard ;  ar  shall  voote  for 
summun  as  ull  go  for  fewer  parsons  and 
moore  fat  pegs !"  and  the  host  took  a 
large  bite  of  dripping  from  a  rusty  knife 
to  clench  the  question. 

"Allow  me  to  explain,"  said  Jemmy 
nervously,  anxious  not  to  be  misunder- 
stood. "  My  support  of  the  Established 
Church  cannot  in  any  way  prejudice  the 
interests  of  agriculture,  in  which  I  am 
gi-atified  to  observe  you  so  agreeably  en- 
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gaged;  and  you  must  be  aware,  my  good 
sir,  that  as  an  Englishman  you  are  a  free 
man,  and  welcome  to  do  as  you  please  in 
this  question  of  your  pigs  and  live  stock, 
without  any  fear  of  interference  from 
Government,  or — '' 

"  Nary !"  again  interrupted  the  chaw- 
bacon.  "  Tell'ee  yer  warn't  do  for  us. 
Pegs,  and  no  parsons,  says  I." 

"  Surely — "  again  attempted  Jemmy. 

'^  Nary  parsons,"  continued  the  lout, 
settling  himself  into  his  fustian -jacket,  and 
preparing  to  be  off  to  his  work.  "  Pegs, 
says  I,  and  no  parsons." 

And  Jemmy  rose  also,  attempting  one 
more  word,  but  peremptorily  checked  again 
bv  the  dictum, 

"  Pegs,  and  no  parsons." 

So  he  civilly  bade  adieu,  and  sought 
the  door ;  whither  Ralph,  wiping  off  a  slob- 

VOL.  III.  c 
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bering  kiss  received  from  his  charge,  was 
fam  to  follow  him. 

The  succeeding  tenement  was  in  no  way 
more  ci\dlised  than  its  predecessor  ;  a 
shaggy  pony,  tethered  by  a  leg -shackle, 
in  a  bit  of  paddock  ;  a  scanty  crop  of 
onions,  feebly  endeavouring  to  peep  above 
ground ;  a  half-load  of  manure,  the  other 
half  of  which  had  been  indifferently  shaken 
out  a  month  before,  lying  across  the  ]3ath, 
in  the  middle  of  what  might  have  been 
once  meant  for  a  flower-garden,  but  Avhich 
was  so  exclusively  devoted  to  a  thick  cover 
of  weeds  and  dead  nettles,  that  Jemmy 
might  have  half- expected  to  put  up  an 
old  jack -hare  from  the  shelter,  had  it 
not  been  for  the  hang-dog,  poacher- like 
aspect  of  the  ^^roprietor,  who  met  them  at 
the  doorway,  and  rubbing  his  nose  on  his 
shirtsleeve,  showed  the  way  into  his  dwell- 
ing, and  proffered  an  inverted  tub  for  the 
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accommodation  of  his  ^dsitors,  remarking, 
"  it  war  main  broad  enough  for  two." 

He  was  not  long  in  divining  the  object 
of  Mr.  Blake's  visit,  and  with  giins  of  sly 
satisfaction  assented  instantaneously,  mth 
"Ah,  sure!  ar  can  voate  for  yer,"  as  he 
turned  away  as  if  to  arrange  some  crockery 
on  a  three-leo:2:ed  table,  and  held  out  his 
grimy  palm  surreptitiously  behind  hun. 

Jemmy  ventured  to  utter  his  thanks, 
nor  noticed  the  extended  flipper,  till  Ealj)h 
nudged  him,  to  draw  his  attention  to  it; 
but  Mr.  Blake  had  neither  the  facility  nor 
the  inclination  to  pay  for  the  support  he 
craved ;  for  what  little  coin  he  had  vrith 
him  could  only  be  unearthed  from  his  wet 
and  contracted  breeches-pockets  at  the  ex- 
pense of  introducing  a  new  draught  of  cold 
air. 

So  he  thought  it  best  to  take  his  friend 
at  his  word  and  ignore  the  posterior  pahn, 
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and  when  the  tenant  turned  himself  in  due 
time  round  asain,  havino;  in  detail  finfi^ered 
all  the  cups  on  the  tea-table,  he  held  out 
his  hand  boldly  to  shake  an  adieu;  and 
the  host,  again  saying,  "Ah,  pYaps  ar  can 
do  what  yer  want,"  closed  upon  Jemmy's 
ungloved  hand  and  fingered  it  carefully, 
while  a  cloud  of  dissatisfaction  stole  over 
his  face. 

"  Well,  ar'U  think  aboot  it,  and  ye  can 
call  agin,"  was  his  final  remark,  when  he 
had  scanned  the  muddy  floor  and  satisfied 
himself  that  no  valuables  had  unawares 
escaped  him  and  fallen  there ;  "  aril  think 
aboot  it." 

"  I  thought  I  understood  you  just  now, 
sir,  that  I  might  depend  upon  you  for  your 
kind  support  ?"  said  Jemmy  hesitatingly. 

"  Ah,  well,  aril  think  aboot  it,  and  ye 
can  call  agin,"  was  the  ultimatum;  and  with 
that  Jemmy  had  to  be  content. 
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"Ar'll  tak'  a  peer  o'  breeches  for  ma 
voote,"  said  the  owner  of  the  next  tene- 
ment, coming  at  once  boldly  and  simply  to 
the  point. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  have  none  to  ex- 
change with  you,  my  good  friend,"  said 
Jemmy  good  -  humouredly,  not  quite  sure 
whether  he  was  being  chaffed  or  not. 

"  Ah,  well,  ar  must  ha'  some  breeches," 
once  more  said  the  voter  unconcernedly, 
putting  his  hands  into  the  pockets  of 
his  own  string -mended  "  continuations,'* 
as  if  to  draw  attention  to  their  dilapida- 
tion. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  can't  give  you  any," 
said  Jemmy ;  "  but  I  hope  that  will  not 
prevent  you  from  giving  me  your  support 
as  a  free  and  independent  voter  in  this 
election." 

"  If  you  arn't  got  no  breeches  for  me. 
Muster  Cook  and  Muster  Marshall  has,  I 
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warrant;  so  it's  no  account,  "said  the  elec- 
tor independently. 

''  My  good  man,"  said  Jemmy  severely, 
^'  do  you  know,  are  you  not  aware,  that 
bribery  and  corruption  are  strictly  pro- 
hibited?" 

"  Oi  don't  know  nou  t  aboot  broibery ; 
and  am  not  aweer  o'  no  corruption,"  rising 
and  sniffing  cautiously  around  the  den  to 
verify  liis  assertion.  "  But,  say  oi,  no 
breeches,  no  voote;  so  ye  can  do  as  yer 
ha'  a  mind." 

And  Jemmy  and  Ralph  resigned  the 
case  as  hoj)eless. 

"  Iss ;  ten  shilling!"  promptly  rej)lied 
the  next  tenant  interrogated,  with  far  more 
modesty  and  less  rapacity  than  his  pre- 
decessors. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  can't  aiford  to  buy  your 
vote,  my  good  sir,"  said  Jemmy  calmly. 
"  May  I  not  hope  that  you  can  give  me 
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your  good  mil,  and  yet  forego  the  pay- 
ment of  such  a  trifling  sum  as  you  men- 
tion?" 

"  Troifling  soom !  in  coorse  it  be ;  and 
you  call  yersel'  a  gen'elman,  and  can't  give 
an  honest  man  ten  shillin'  for  his  vote : 
I'm  ashamed  on  yer !" 

And  Jemmy  went  back  to  his  horse  in 
despair. 

"  I  must  leave  these  fellows  to  the 
agents;  they  know  better  than  I  do  how 
to  manage  them,"  said  he  sulkily,  as  he 
shivered  down  in  his  saddle. 

''  You  can't  expect  better  of  such  ruf- 
fians ;  if  philanthropists  will  make  fagot- 
votes,  they  only  succeed  in  setting  dis- 
content blazing,  and  in  all  probability 
enabling  their  fagot-holders  to  burn  more 
permanently  in  a  future  state.  These  puny 
qualified  tenants  are  a  long  chalk  below 
the   common  honest   labourer  or  artisan ; 
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they  swagger  as  landholders,  think  it  in- 
fra dig.  to  send  their  children  to  national 
schools,  and  can't  afford  to  send  them  to 
any  better  place  for  education.  They  can 
afford  to  get  drnnk  every  other  day,  in- 
stead of  only  on  Saturday  nights,  like  the 
common  labourer.  They  don't  know  a  rap 
about  farmino;;  their  land  is  too  small  to 
be  worth  starting  a  plough  and  team ;  it 
is  too  much  for  hand -culture,  and  they 
won't  amalgamate  to  keep  a  horse  or 
harrow  between  half-a-dozen.  It  rots  it- 
self, and  ruins  them;  and  don't  pay  half 
the  rental  that  it  would  if  combined  even 
in  a  small  hundred -acre  holding.  And 
this  is  what  democrats  —  who  hold  that 
the  'English  peasantry  is  divorced  from 
the  soil' — would  bring  us  all  to,  if  the}^ 
had  their  own  way." 

And  Kalph  lit  a  weed  to  blow  off  his 
steam  of  indignation. 
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"  They're  none  of  them  my  tenants," 
said  Jemmy,  "  so  I  don't  much  care  whe- 
ther they  2^ay  their  rents  or  fail ;  but  this 
element  of  bribery  is  a  bore,  if  it  is  to 
run  far.  I  don't  expect  Jack  Marshall 
can  do  much  on  his  own  hook,  and  Sir 
John  won't  find  him  the  coin  for  that 
game  ;  but  if  that  fellow  Cook  takes  to  it, 
he  can  buy  us  all  up." 

And  Jemmy  took  a  light  from  his 
cousin,  to  solace  himself  with  a  havannah. 

"  The  most  iniquitous  thing,"  said  Ralph 
in  his  staunch  Toryism,  "  that  was  ever 
done,  after  the  old  Reform  Bill,  was  the 
disallowing  of  briljery  and  corruption.  If 
we  are  to  swamp  intellect  and  position,  at 
least  let  money  have  its  value.  AVealth 
always  presupposes  a  certain  extent  of 
education  and  intelligence,  else  why  do 
we  take  a  financial  value  as  the  test  of  a 
man's  capacity  to  vote,  instead  of  subject- 
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ing  him  to  a  competitive  examination  at 
once  ?  If  bribery  is  to  be  stopped,  it 
must  be  made  penal,  not  punished  by- 
mere  loss  of  privilege ;  but  I  bold  that  it 
is  perfectly  justifiable,  and  should  be  made 
legitimate." 

"Wliy  so  ?"  asked  Jemmy,  while  Ralph 
took  a  pull  at  his  weed  to  keep  it  going. 

''  Because  every  man  votes,  and  will 
vote  for  what  is  his  o^\t.i  interest ;  that's 
why  Socrates  draws  his  ironical  doctrine 
of  'justice  being  the  interest  of  the  stron- 
ger.' The  very  creed  that  classes  should 
be  represented,  and  under  classes  indivi- 
duals, would  be  superfluous,  if  each  class 
voted  for  public  good.  No;  each  class 
votes  for  its  OA^^l  private  good,  and  by 
balance  struck  through  majorities  we  de- 
duce in  a  rough  way  what  is  pubhc  good, 
or,  at  all  events,  public  evil  to  the  smallest 
possible  proportion  of  the  representation." 
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"What  has  that  to  do  with  the  right 
of  a  man  to  sell  his  vote  ?" 

"  Just  this ;  each  voter  has  his  o^^tl 
interests,  and  ^\ill  vote  for  the  man  wlio 
T\all  best  represent  them.  A  farmer  wants 
the  tax  off  mall ;  a  Baptist  abominates 
church-rates ;  a  Coventry  weaver  wants  a 
heavy  duty  upon  foreign  fabrics;  a  coal- 
heaver,  if  he  has  a  vote,  wants  the  duty 
off  beer  of  course — if  he  drinks  his  three 
quarts  a-day.  Well,  go  to  each  of  those 
men,  ask  him  what  he  wants  legislated  by 
the  next  parliament,  and  what  difference 
it  will  make  to  his  income,  supposing  he 
gets  what  he  wants.  Then — by  mere  law 
of  chances  and  probabilities,  if  it  is  even 
betting  against  his  man  getting  in,  evens 
again  against  his  man's  party  carrying 
their  motion  when  it  comes  on,  and,  last 
of  all,  even  money  that  the  representative 
turns  round  and  sells  his  constituents  when 
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he  has  once  got  in — it  is  just  seven  to  one 
against  the  voter  getting  what  he  wants  ac- 
complished;  that's  mere  arithmetic.  Just 
so ;  so  you  say  to  the  sinner,  '  Your  inte- 
rests are  different  from  mine ;  but  even  if 
you  secure  them  this  session,  you  will  be 
only — say  twenty  pounds  the  richer;  at 
seven  to  one  your  chance  is  not  worth 
then  fifty  shillings — a  bird  in  the  hand  is 
worth  ten  in  the  bush — you  had  better 
take  my  fiver  for  a  certainty,  and  then  vote 
for  me  and  my  interests — so  we  square 
and  satisfy  all  parties.'  The  man's  a  fool 
if  he  doesn't  sell,  ain't  he  ?  Charity  begins 
at  home  for  him  and  duty  too,  he  must 
look  after  his  own  interests,  and  so  he 
does." 

"  But  you  argue  on  the  supposition  that 
a  vote  is  a  right;  is  it  not  rather  a  trust?" 
asked  Jemmy. 

''A  trust?  it  ouo^ht  to  be,  but  it  isn't. 
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Radicals  can't  eat  their  cake  and  have  it  too. 
If  a  vote,  as  they  say,  is  a  birthright  to 
every  Enghshman,  for  heaven's  sake  let 
the  rogue  sell  it  as  soon  as  he  can,  like 
Esau,  to  someone  who  can  make  better 
use  of  it.  If  it  is  a  trust,  there  comes  the 
folly  of  the  thing;  we  trust  men  Avith  the 
common  weal  who  think  of  nothing  but 
their  own  aims  and  ends  ,•  we  give  those 
a  trust  who  have  no  trustworthiness  about 
them,  who  show  it  by  their  ignorance  and 
prove  it  by  venality.  Why  did  we  ever 
extend  the  franchise  ?  why  seek  now  to 
lower  it  still  further  ?  If  the  franchise  is 
a  birthright,  well  and  good — put  it  up  to 
auction.  If  it  is  a  trust,  why  repose  con- 
fidence in  the  uneducated  masses,  who 
are  open  to  every  temptation,  rather  than 
the  elite  of  society,  who  have  more  educa- 
tion and  refinement,  and  fewer  snares  to 
upset   them.      I    don't   say  that   they    are 
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infallible — none  are  ;  but  still  less  so  are 
the  masses;  tlie  masses  should  be  mildly 
represented — not  led  in  to  flood  consti- 
tuencies ;  if  tliey  are,  we  must  buy  tliem, 
for  ^ye  cannot  beat  them  out :  so  I  come 
back  to  my  original  creed — two  wrongs 
must  make  a  right.  If  you  trust,  trust 
only  the  worthy;  if  you  cede  a  birth- 
right, cede  also  the  power  to  dispose  of 
it.  You  can't  persuade  a  pauper  that 
the  ethereal  prestige  of  a  vote  is  of  more 
substantial  value  than  breeches  and  blan- 
kets. Thank  goodness,  there's  the  lodge- 
gate.  I'll  finish  my  weed  in  the  billiard- 
room,"  concluded  Ralph,  as  he  relighted 
the  long-ago  defunct  cabana. 


CHAPTER  II. 

CENTRAL  ATTRACTION. 

The  next  day  ]\Ir.  Blake  went  over  to  the 
Maule  to  consult  with  Lady  Mary ;  Colonel 
Warren  had  turned  up  in  England  on 
Twelfth-night,  and  after  a  ten  days'  so- 
journ at  the  Maule,  had  taken  his  daughter 
back  with  him  to  the  house  on  the  Steyne 
at  Brighton ;  and  Lady  Mary,  finding  the 
Maule  dull  when  bereft  of  the  sunlight  of 
both  Ruby  and  Georgie,  had  gone  for  a 
fortnight  to  Lord  Yalehampton  in  Sussex, 
and  to  cultivate  her  nieces,  Ralph's  sisters, 
of  whom  she  had  seen  but  little  these  last 
two  years. 

She  had  just  returned  in  time  for  the 
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turmoil  of  the  election,  and  had  barely 
settled  down  the  next  day,  when  Jemmy, 
attired  yeoman-like  in  velveteen  coat,  white 
cords,  and  gaiters,  walked  over  from  Orle- 
ton  station,  a  good  hour  in  advance  of 
lunch-time. 

"  I  want  you,  aunt,  to  let  your  agent 
canvass  your  Claycross  tenants  for  me — 
he  knows  more  about  them  than  I  do,  and 
no  doubt  can  help  me  a  good  deal,"  said 
Jemmy,  when  the  iirst  greetings  were 
over. 

"I  heard  of  your  coming  forward  for 
the  county  Avhen  I  was  with  my  brother," 
said  she ;  "I  think  it  is  a  very  good 
thing  for  you,  though  you  will  have  as 
much  as  ever  you  can  do ;  if  you  are  to 
carry  on  the  hounds  and  the  house  too, 
you  will  want  someone  to  go  into  part- 
nership with  you,  to  take  work  off  your 
hands." 
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And  Jemmy  smiled  grimly  as  she  said 
this,  though  she  noticed  it  not. 

"  About  the  agent,  aunt  Mary,"  said 
he,  bringing  her  back  to  the  point. 

"  0  yes,  tell  him  what  you  like  —  I 
have  no  doubt  it  is  all  right.  Cecil 
(Valehampton)  wanted  to  know  how  much 
each  vote  was  going  to  cost  you — he  said 
you  would  not  get  in  under  ten  thousand 
pounds.  I  hope  it  is  not  going  to  cost 
all  that.  T  am  sure  my  tenants  shall  vote 
the  right  way  without  being  paid  for  it — 
they  shall  all  have  notice  to  cjuit  if  they 
do  not." 

''  I  hope  not,"  said  Jemmy,  amused ; 
"let  them  have  plenty  of  rein,  and  they 
will  be  all  the  better  for  it.  Your 
threats,  aunt  Mary,  would  be  as  had  as 
those  trades-union  rattenings  which  every- 
body is  making  such  a  fuss  about;  and, 
as  for   bribery,    I   don't    mean    to   buy   a 
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single  vote.  Kenyon  is  safe  to  get  in. 
The  other  seat  lies  between  old  Cook,  Jack 
Marshall,  and  myself.  Jack  can't  afford 
to  bribe — ^Sir  John  stands  him  a  thou- 
sand toAvards  expenses,  and  his  committee, 
if  he  can  get  one  up,  will  have  to  find  the 
rest ;  he  can't  buy  me  out,  that's  certain. 
I'm  not  so  sure  that  old  Cook  will  not, 
but  our  agents  have  laid  a  trap  or  two 
for  him,  and  we  must  hope  to  unseat 
in  committee,  if  he  beats  us  at  the  poll 
by  unfair  means." 

"AVell,  I  suppose  you  are  right,  Jem- 
my ;  I  didn't  mean  to  intimidate — at  least, 
I  see  that  I  was  runnins;  the  risk  of  doino; 
so.  You  shall  give  your  own  orders  to 
Owen,  or  dictate  to  me  what  I  shall  ^rate 
to  him,  and  I  liope  he  will  be  able  to 
carry  the  votes  for  you. — Of  course  you 
are  going  to  Lady  Kenilworth's  ball?"  she 
added,  branching  off  on  a  new  toj^ic. 
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"  Xo,  I  ain't,"  said  Jemmy  tersely,  who 
felt  tliat  he  had  had  enough  of  balls  for 
some  time  past. 

"  You'll  throw  away  chances  if  you 
don't,  Jemmy.  You've  no  decent  excuse 
for  shirking,  and  you  can't  afford  to  lose 
Lord  Kenilworth's  support  in  the  election 
by  offending  him.  Don't  be  silly;  go,  and 
make  yourself  agreeable  and  popular ;  every 
young  lady  you  dance  with  may  be  worth 
her  father's  support,  for  all  you  knoAV,  if 
you  manage  her  judiciously." 

"How  on  earth  is  anyone  to  know 
who  is  who,  or  who  I  am,  if  we  are  all 
to  black  our  faces  like  a  troop  of  niggers?" 
said  Jemmy  petulantly.  "It  is  rather  a 
strange  freak  of  Lady  Kenilworth's  to 
mask  evervone." 

"  But  you  need  not  wear  the  crape 
any  lower  than  the  bridge  of  the  nose,  so 
it  wont  be  very  uncomfortable," 


36 


THE  O.V.H. 


"And  I  suppose,"  said  Jemmy  sardoni- 
cally, "the  men  will  recognise  who's  who 
by  dresses  and  ornaments — many  of  them 
keep  much  the  same  sets  of  the  latter; 
and,  as  for  gentlemen,  none  of  us  wear  a 
variety  of  studs  and  watchchains." 

"As  if  a  lot  of  casual  girls  that  one 
only  sees  once  in  a  way  would  have 
learnt  your  watchchains  b}^  heart,  or  you 
remember  them  by  the  number  of  bows 
and  flounces !  They  get  so  torn  to  pieces 
that  a  skirt  is  not  likely  to  do  duty  many 
times ;  and  besides,  they  would  take  good 
care  not  to  show  at  two  balls  running  in 
the  same  colours.  It's  plain  that  you 
never  had  a  wife  and  daughter  of  your 
own.  Jemmy." 

"  No,  I  don't  think  I  had,"  said  Jemmy; 
"  but  what  you  say  only  makes  the  thing 
more  useless.  If  no  one  is  to  know  who  I 
am,  what's  the  good  of  my  buttering  a  lot 
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of  young  women  on  the  off-chance  of  my 
gettmg  round  thidr  governors  ?" 

"  Well,  do  as  you  like  ;  anyhow,  try  to 
persuade  Ralj^h  to  come  and  squire  us. 
Ruby  will  not,  I  fear,  get  leave  out  of 
college  for  the  night.  Georgie  is  coming 
down  again  for  it ;  and  I  have  asked  your 
other  cousins,  May  and  Ada  Romilly,  to 
meet  her  at  Three  Bridges,  and  journey 
doA^ai  with  her.  I  must  have  some  escort ; 
and  if  neither  of  you  will  come,  I  must 
beard  the  Warden  of  Merton  in  his  den, 
and  beg  license  for  Ruby  in  person." 

"  I  don't  think  that  Ralph  will  come  if 
he  can  help  it.  The  Kenilworths  don't  pro- 
vide rubbers  in  the  corners  as  a  rule,  and 
are  still  less  likely  to  do  so  on  this  occasion, 
if  they  insist  on  everyone  being  masked, 
and  make  that  novelty  the  main  attraction, 
such  as  it  is.  I  suppose  I  inust  give  in, 
and  go  with  yon,"  he  added  in  a  tone  of 
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resignation,  reflecting  that  lie  anyhow,  in 
such  a  case,  would  have  ample  opportunity 
to  note  Georgie's  costume  before  she  dis- 
guised herself,  and  wait  and  dance  accord- 
ingly. 

'^  Introductions  will  be  void,  I  suppose, 
for  the  night,"  said  Lady  Mary.  "  Of 
course  it  will  be  a  farce  to  introduce 
incognitos.  So  everyone  will  be  presumed  to 
be  on  equally  intimate  footing  for  the  time." 

"  Rather  a  curious  idea,  but  it  will  be 
a  carefully-selected  company;  in  a  private 
house  it  won't  make  much  difl*erence,  and 
the  novelty  and  confusion  will  be  rather 
amusino^ "  said  Jemmv,  who  was  now  warmr 
ins:  to  the  idea,  and  wonderino;  whether 
Jack  Marshall  would  be  there.  Anyhow, 
there  was  one  comfort,  Clara  Vane  was 
not  to  be  at  Ashton ;  and  if  she  were, 
she  would  not  recognise  him :  so  for  once 
he  was  safe. 
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So  Jemmy  intimated  his  willingness  to 
render  himself  useful  and  agreeable  to  the 
female  j)opulation  of  the  Maule  for  the 
occasion  of  Lady  Kenihvorth's  impending 
hal  masque^  and  to  come  over  to  dine  and 
sleep  at  his  aunt's  on  that  day,  that  they 
might  the  more  easily  journey  together  to 
and  fro  in  the  evening. 

Mr.  Blake  then  applied  himself  to 
lunch,  and,  that  completed,  walked  back 
afrain  to  the  Orleton  station,  declinino;  the 
lift  of  the  Maule  carriage  on  the  plea  that 
the  exercise  would  improve  his  dinner  and 
keep  him  in  wind. 

At  the  Junction  he  met  Algernon 
Paget,  just  down  from  town  by  the  ex- 
press, on  his  way  to  the  Rectory,  which 
he  had  unaccountably  and  cruelly  neg- 
lected since  Colonel  Warren  had  returned 
from  abroad.  Paget  had  with  him  the 
Times   and  Standard^  each   containing   an 
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indignant  fiicsimile  letter  from  Jack  Mar- 
shall, repudiating  the  bogus  address  in 
violent  terms,  and  crowded  with  as  many 
personalities  to  the  Opposition  candidates 
as  the  respective  editors  had  not  thought 
absolutely  necessary,  with  regard  to  their 
own,  if  not  his,  respectability,  to  expurgate. 
The  Standard^  of  course,  maintained  to  the 
w^orld,  in  a  leader  on  the  subject,  that 
"  there  w^as  every  excuse  for  the  accept- 
ance of  the  forgery,  and  belief  for  the 
time  in  the  hoax ;  for  that,  after  all,  there 
w^as  nothing  in  the  address  which,  on 
careful  inspection,  might  not  have  been 
fairly  attributed  to  a  Radical  candidate; 
and  condoling  with  Mr.  Marshall  upon  the 
ill-luck  that  had  already  set  his  own  autho- 
rised address"  (which,  of  course,  w^as  voAved 
immeasurably  inferior  by  the  bye)  "  in  type 
so  close  upon  the  heels  of  the  false  one, 
that  there  Avas  no  time  to  withdraw  the 
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second  one  and  sign  acquiescence  in  the 
excellent  one  that  had  taken  his  name  in 
vain." 

And  the  ''Thunderer,"  thouo^h  indiof- 
nant  at  having  been  hoaxed  and  made  a 
fool  of,  and  indulging,  of  course,  in  a 
diatribe  against  the  impropriety  and  in- 
decency of  squibs  in  electioneering,  was 
evidently  so  stung  hy  the  snappish  and 
rude  tone  of  Jack  Marshall  junior  s  letter, 
and  its  imputations  upon  the  fairness  and 
impartiality  of  the  Times  in  not  more  care- 
fully scrutinising  such  a  missive  before  pub- 
lishing it,  that  it  gave  him  in  turn  a  rap 
over  the  knuckles  before  the  end,  and  con- 
cluded with  condolence  very  similar  to 
that  adopted  by  the  Standard. 

Of  course,  Algernon  Paget  knew  no 
more  than  Jemmy  who  had  been  the 
author  of  the  squib.  Ralph  Romilly  had 
been  taken  in  by  it  as  much  as  everyone 
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else,  and  had  not  for  an  instant  suspected 
but  tliat  it  was  genuine ;  and  Jemmy  had 
forgotten  to  mention  it  to  Lady  Mary,  or 
to  think  of  asking  her  for  any  possible  hint 
towards  elucidation  of  the  mystery. 

Algernon  was  not  so  sure  about  the 
hal  masque.  That  sort  of  thing  was  more 
in  his  line,  but  it  was  such  a  bore  not  to 
know  who  one  was  dancing  with.  One 
mio'ht  make  a  mess  of  the  thins;,  and  talk 
secrets  to  the  wrong  party.  It  might  not 
be  bad  fun  as  a  means  of  making  general 
mischief,  and  setting  people  by  the  ears. 
Jemmy  didn't  mean  to  go,  did  he  ? 

Well,  yes ;  Jemmy  was  going  to  make 
a  martyr  of  himself,  since  they  wanted 
some  specimen  of  mankind  to  make  him- 
self useful  to  the  girls  of  the  Maule. 

Whereupon  Paget,  without  farther  in- 
terrogative, sagely  opined  that  Georgic 
Warren  would  be  among  the  Maule  party ; 
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unci  his  mind  was  suddenly  set  on  going, 
at  all  hazards,  to  Lady  Kenihvorth's  ball. 
He  at  the  same  time  abominated  his  luck, 
or  indolence,  which  had  led  him  to  dawdle 
in  his  Pali-Mall  chambers  en  desliahille  after 
breakfast,  and  so  miss  the  fast  morning 
train.  Had  he  nicked  into  Lady  Mary's 
presence  by  lunch-time,  he  might  have  come 
forward  as  volunteer,  and  saved  poor  Jem- 
my Blake  from  sacrificing  his  evening's  rest 
in  this  unselfish  and  reckless  wav. 

Ten  days  later,  Georgie  Warren,  on 
very  good  terms  with  herself  and  her 
Romilly  cousins,  who  had  not  been  near 
the  ^laule  for  nearly  tAvo  years^  ^vas  in 
the  Paddington  waiting-room,  practising 
patience  till  a  porter  should  earn  his  fee 
by  labelling  luggage  and  securing  seats  for 
the  Flying  Dutchman,  due  out  in  another 
five  minutes. 

The  lady's-maid  in  attendance  was  mak- 
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ing  her  way  between  the  barriers  at  the 
ticket-windows,  looking  up  anxiously  and 
helplessly  at  the  clock,  as  minutes  fleeted 
recklessly  by;  and  a  cautious  old  fogey, 
with  essential  gingham  umbrella  and  a 
glaring  blue  birds'-eye  comforter,  was  and 
had  been  for  the  last  ten  minutes  has^o^lino; 
over  the  difference  between  ordinary  and 
express  fares,  and  lamenting  the  high 
charge  imjDOsed  for  the  Flying  Dutchman's 
unchecked  flight  to  Swindon  direct  with- 
out break  or  ^^ause. 

The  lady's-maid  glared  angiily  at  a 
mild-looking  curate,  who,  Avith  impatient 
eagerness  similar  to  her  own,  was  modestly, 
yet  earnestly,  edging  his  way  inch  by  inch 
to  the  collector's  windoAv,  and,  convinced 
that  he  must  be  a  swell-mobsman  with 
designs  upon  her  pocket,  she  was  clutch- 
ing her  purse  cautiously  in  her  hand,  when 
an  independent-looking  young   lady,   who 
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had  just  picked  her  way  out  in  front  of 
the  crowd,  safe  in  possession  of  her  ticket, 
stopped  for  an  instant  as  she  noticed  the 
face  of  the  abigail,  then  touching  her  elbow 
over  the  rail,  asked  of  her,  as  she  turned 
viciously  round,  prepared  with  her  um- 
brella to  defend  her  bag  and  pocket  va- 
liantly to  the  last : 

'^  Who  are  you  here  with,  Martha?  or 
are  you  alone  ?" 

"Miss  Warren  is  in  the  waiting-room. 
Miss — I  did  not  know  it  was  you  that 
touched  me — and  the  Misses  Romilly  are  with 
her,  all  waiting  for  their  tickets,  if  I  can 
ever  get  nigh  them. — Drat  the  man  !"  she 
interpolated  with  vehemence,  as  the  curate 
slyly  and  surreptitiously  succeeded  in  steal- 
ing his  way  past  her  while  she  spoke  to 
the  lady  behind  her,  and  cut  her  out  for 
the  vacancy  at  the  ticket-window. 

"  If  you  are  going  to  her.  Miss,  please 
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be  so  good  as  to  say  tliat  I  shall  bring  the 
tickets  in  one  'nother  minute,  if  so  be  I 
don't  get  my  pocket  picked  first!"  And 
Martha  looked  daggers  of  insinuation  at 
the  curate,  who  still  lingered  at  the  win- 
dow, cautiously  counting  his  change. 

The  next  instant  Georgie,  as  she  waited 
patiently  in  the  ladies'-room,  felt  herself 
tapped  on  the  shoulder,  and  thinking  that 
Martha  had  grown  very  free  and  easy  in 
her  mode  of  communication  and  attracting 
attention,  turned  round  to  find  herself 
vis-a-vis  with  Clara  Vane. 

Clara  of  course  proffered  the  kiss  of 
affection,  which  Georgie  could  not  but 
accept  and  reciprocate.  It  did  not  require 
much  perception  to  tell  her  whither  Clara 
Vane  was  bound  at  that  hour  at  the 
G.W.R.  Terminus,  and  her  civility  hardly 
expanded  into  cordiality  in  consequence. 
But  Clara  affectionately  made  up  on  her 
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side  for  sliortcomings  on  Georgie's,  and 
expressed  lierself  delighted  with  the  ren- 
contre, 

"  Where  are  you  off  to,  dear  ?  To  the 
Maule,  I  suppose.  How  nice  !  And  I'm  go- 
ing to  Ashton  Grove.  Isn't  it  fortunate? 
And  we  can  travel  too^ether  so  nicelv !" 

In  which  pleasure  Georgie  had  no 
option  but  to  acquiesce,  provided  there 
was  room  in  their  com^^artment. 

"  Sure  to  be  room,"  said  Clara.  ''  I'll 
make  some  if  there  isn't." 

And  at  that  instant  up  came  Georgie's 
porter  to  escort  them  to  their  carriage, 
carry  parcels,  and  levy,  of  course,  black- 
mail for  his  services. 

"Get  that  old  gentleman  to  go  some- 
where else,"  said  Clara  promptly  to  the 
official,  but  unheard  by  Georgie,  as  she 
followed  her  pioneer  up  to  the  half-com- 
partment of  broad  gauge  which  had  been 
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reserved,  and  found  only  three  seats  avail- 
sible,  an  elderly  and  decent-looking  arch- 
deacon of  the  west  countree  occupying  the 
vacant  seat.  "  Tell  him  Ave  have  taken  all 
the  seats,  and  want  to  smoke,  or  anything 
you  like,  so  long  as  we  get  the  place  to  our- 
selves ;"  and  she  enforced  her  demand  with 
a  shilling,  which  made  the  porter  suffici- 
ently mendacious  or  obsequious  to  the  di- 
vine to  induce  him  to  transfer  himself  to 
another  carriage. 

"So  you  are  going  to  the  hal  masque 
dear?"  quoth  Clara,  when  the  train  had 
got  under  weigh,  and  the  ceremony  of  in- 
troduction to  the  Misses  Romilly  had  been 
gone  through.  "  How  delightful !  So  am 
I ;  that's  what  I'm  going  down  for  princi- 
paUy." 

"It's  a  long  way  to  go  for  one  ball," 
hazarded  Georgie,  lamenting  Clara's  enthu- 
siastic preference  for  Yaleshire  balls,   now 
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that  tlie  session  had  opened,  and  London 
was  partially  waking  mto  life  again. 

''0,  but  they're  such  fun,  those  Old- 
Vale  balls;  they're  worth  twenty  London 
ones — we  meet  such  a  lot  of  old  friends." 

And  Georgie  tried  to  indorse  the  senti- 
ment with  a  pleasant  smile,  but  failed 
signally. 

But  Clara  rattled  on  : 

*'And  I've  got  such  a  love  of  a  dress 
for  it,  dear  —  nearly  like  yours  that  you 
wore  on  New -year's -eve,  and  which  I 
admired  so  much — dove-coloured  silk  pet- 
ticoat, and  white  tulle  with  gold  spangles. 
You've  no  idea  how  sweetly  it  has  made 
up.  I  took  all  the  idea  from  yours,  only 
I  think  I  have  improved  upon  it.  I  had 
the  upper  flounce  Vandyke-shaped  instead 
of  scollopped,  like  yours,  and  it  contrasts 
so  much  more  distinctly." 

So    Georgie   made    a   splenetic    memo- 

VOL.  TTT.  E 
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ranclum  to  abandon  tlie  dove -silk  and 
spangled  tulle  for  the  future,  lest  it  sliould 
remind  her  of  Clara,  and  soon  started  a 
new  line  of  conversation,  as  they  thun- 
dered over  Maidenhead  Bridge,  and  viewed 
Father  Thames  in  the  glory  of  a  spring 
flood — the  water-meadows  below  Franck- 
lins  at  Bray  one  sheet  of  water  as  far  as 
the  eye  could  stretch,  beyond  Surly  and 
Boveney,  and  almost  up  to  the  walls  of 
Eton  chapel;  and  before  they  had  thun- 
dered through  the  tumble- down  wooden 
structure  of  Reading,  and  viewed  Caver- 
sham  reaches,  Clara  Vane  had  read  herself 
to  sleep  over  the  last  number  of  London 
Societyj  and  left  Georgie  and  her  cousins 
in  peace  to  talk  and  play  backgammon 
till  the  inspector  of  tickets  at  Swindon 
broke  repose. 


CHAPTER  HI. 

LADY  KEXILWORTh's  BAL  MASQUE. 

So  Mr.  Blake  came  over  to  the  Maule  in 
time  for  dinner  on  the  loth,  mshing  with 
all  his  heart  that  Lady  Kenihvorth  and 
her  ball  were  in  the  bottomless  pit,  but 
nevertheless  determined  to  see  the  thing 
out  to  the  last,  since  he  could  not  suffer 
Georgie's,  /.  e.  his,  interests  to  be  injured 
or  prejudiced  unguardedly  for  lack  of  a 
few  hours'  penance  and  careful  inspection. 

He  had  not  been  at  Ashton  Grove  for 
the  last  few  days,  partly  because  he  had 
no  wish  to  clash  with  Jack  Marshall  or  lay 
himself  open  to  the  accusation  of  preju- 
dicing his   governor    against   his   politics, 
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and  more  simply  because  his  kennels  and 
canvass  between  tliem  pretty  well  filled 
his  hands  from  mornino^  to-nio^ht. 

Of  Clara  Vane's  arrival  and  intended 
presence  at  the  lal  masque^  he  consequently 
had  not  the  slis^htest  inklino^,  and  was  thus 
spared  much  distress  of  spirit  that  might 
otherwise  have  ruined  his  peace  of  mind 
for  days  past. 

The  day  for  nomination  of  candidates 
had  been  fixed  for  the  20th ;  the  canvass, 
so  far  as  it  had  proceeded,  had  served  to 
reassure  Mr.  Blake  on  one  point  of  anxiety 
-^viz.  that  there  was  scant  chance  that  his 
colours  would  be  lowered  by  Jack  Mar- 
shall. 

Old  Kenyon,  the  Liberal-Conservative, 
would  of  course  get  in  ;  the  brunt  of  the 
fight  would  be  between  Cook,  the  former 
Liberal  colleague  of  Kenyon,  and  Mr. 
Blake.     The   gossip    and   rumours    of  the 
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agents  seemed  to  imply  that  the  poll  would 
almost  for  certain  give  Cook  a  majority 
over  Blake ;  but  the  latter,  who  had  dur- 
ing his  canvass  unearthed  sundry  tittle- 
tattle  and  news  as  to  the  corrupt  tactics 
and  practices  on  the  part  of  the  aforesaid 
Cook  in  the  previous  election,  had  put  his 
agents  and  spies  on  the  alert  to  improve 
the  occasion,  and  lose  no  opportunity  of 
quietly  securing  evidence  for  a  future  ap- 
peal to  the  House  if  the  hustings  should 
declare  against  him. 

On  the  whole,  Mr.  Blake,  though  at 
first  inclined  to  feel  annoyed  and  bitter 
at  being  met  by  unscrupulous  bribery,  and 
having  neither  the  conscience  nor  inclina- 
tion to  sink  another  three  or  four  thou- 
sand pounds  in  fighting  Cook  upon  his 
own  grounds,  had  begun  to  take  Ralph 
Romilly's  view  of  the  subject,  and  agree 
that   perhaps,    after   all,    it   was    the   best 
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thing  that  could  be  done  for  him,  and 
would  prove  in  the  end  the  least  expen- 
sive, though  slightly  more  tedious,  mode 
of  securing  his  seat. 

He  could  not  aiFord  to  fight  it  out  with 
Cook  as  an  auction  of  counter-bribery,  and 
if  the  latter  were  warned  beforehand  and 
tempted  to  play  fair,  he  might  still,  with 
the  aid  and  influence  of  Kenyon,  succeed 
in  beating  Jemmy.  But  if  emboldened  by 
previous  impunity,  and  wishing  to  make 
sure  of  a  majority  while  he  was  about  it, 
the  Liberal  should  fall  back  upon  his  old 
game  and  his  long  purse,  Jemmy  was  pre- 
pared to  let  him  do  his  dirtiest,  then,  when 
the  poll  had  been  declared  against  himself, 
to  lodge  his  appeal  and  his  thousand  pounds 
with  all  promptitude,  and  secure  his  o^m 
return  without  farther  hesitation. 

Ralph,  who  longed  to  see  the  Liberals 
sink   their   money   and   then    growl   over 
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their  burnt  fingers,  had  carefully  instilled 
these  tactics  into  Jemmy,  and  the  lattei', 
though  of  course  losing  no  legitimate 
chances  to  obtain  his  own  return,  if  by 
any  possible  chance,  the  first  time  of  ask- 
ing, had  acquiesced  in  this  policy,  and  was 
cautiously  setting  his  spies  and  biding  his 
time. 

A  reassuring  document  from  his  prin- 
cipal agent,  which  was  awaiting  his  arrival 
at  the  Maule,  backed  up  with  a  carefully- 
cooked  dinner  and  an  unexceptionable  bot- 
tle of  Madeira,  put  him  on  pleasanter  terms 
with  afikirs  in  general,  while  the  female 
2)opulation  went  aloft  to  prepare  for  ac- 
tion and  get  into  harness. 

Ralph  had  gone  to  spend  the  day  with 
Ruby  in  Oxford,  and  to  make  himself 
useful  in  coaching  a  very  raw  University 
eight  down  the  "  long  course,"  and  to  im- 
prove the  occasion  by  testing  the  schooling 
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of  the  four-year-old  filly,  bought  some  time 
back  at  Berselsleigh,  over  the  timber  ob- 
stacles that  abound  down  that  stretch  of 
water-meadows. 

So  Mr.  Blake  sat  alone  over  the  dining- 
room  fire,  and  did  his  best  to  prevent  waste 
of  the  Madeira,  till  the  door  opened,  and 
Georgie,  who  had  got  a  start  of  the  rest  by 
adorning  her  chevelure  in  advance  before 
they  sat  down  to  dinner,  stole  in  to  keep 
company  with  the  recluse,  got  up  in  plain 
white  tulle,  looped  with  green  wreaths,  of 
which  Jemmy  made  a  careful  mental  note 
on  the  spot. 

"  Where's  your  mask,  child  ?"  and 
Georgie  produced  a  deep  crape  bandage, 
with  holes  let  in  for  vision  and  respira- 
tion, and  indented  at  each  entrance  where 
it  passed  round  the  side  of  the  head  with 
a  silver  spray;  and  putting  it  up  to  her 
face  she  grinned  at  him  through  it. 
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"You  look  like  a  little  smut -faced 
bogey.  I  should  not  have  known  you 
again,  unless  by  your  necklace." 

"  You  wouldn't  know  that ;  I  never 
wore  it  before.  Papa  brought  it  me  from 
Hungary  the  other  day.  I  have  put  it 
on  on  purpose  that  no  one  may  recognise 
me  by  anything  they  have  seen  before, 
and  this  bracelet  to  match  it  is  new  to 
you;"  and  she  produced  lier  left  arm  for 
inspection. 

"  I  don't  see  how  any  amount  of  mask- 
ing will  ever  cover  a  crop  of  hair  like 
Fanny  Waldron's,"  quoth  Jemmy  sardoni- 
cally ;  "  anyone  must  know  who  she  is." 

''When  she  sets  the  town  on  fire  the 
moment  she  enters  it,"  suggested  Georgie. 
''  You  had  better  dip  your  whiskers  in  the 
milk,"  she  added  maliciously,  "  and  there 
will  be  no  fear  of  anyone  making  you 
out." 
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"  I  think  the  whole  thing  great  foolery," 
grunted  Jemmy. 

"  It's  a  change,  and  it's  sure  to  be  fun ; 
there  will  be  such  lots  of  mistakes,  people 
trying  to  guess  who's  who.  I  am  rather 
looking  forward  to  it." 

"Are  you?"  he  again  grunted,  arguing 
that  as  the  fun  consisted  in  meeting  people 
who  would  not  recognise  her,  the  attrac- 
tion did  not  include  himself,  to  whom  she 
had  already  pointed  out  all  her  peculiari- 
ties of  array ;  and  he  consoled  himself  A\ith 
a  fresh  glass  of  Madeira  instead  of  making 
any  further  remark. 

''  It's  very  good  of  you,  Jemmy,  to 
come  all  this  way  to  escort  us  when  you 
dislike  dancing  so  much,"  presently  put  in 
Georgie,  when  she  found  Jemmy  too  in- 
dolent to  push  the  conversation  on  his  own 
account. 

"Somebody  must  look  after  you  chil- 
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dren,  or  you  would  be  getting  into  all  sorts 
of  miscliief." 

"  I  gave  you  credit  that  your  coming 
was  due  to  your  o^yn  especial  good-nature, 
not  on  account  of  your  holding  such  a  low 
opinion  of  us  '  children/  as  you  call  us.  I 
hope  you  will  find  something  to  amuse 
you,  even  if  you  do  think  dancing  such 
foUy." 

''I  shall  have  plenty  to  do — I  don't 
know  about  amusement  —  in  making  out 
who's  who  b}^  their  manners,  and  who  they 
come  with,"  said  Jemmy  curtly. 

^'If  you  don't  knoAV  who's  who,  how 
can  you  tell  who  they  are  dancing  with, 
or  who  is  dancing  with  them?"  interro- 
gated Georgie. 

"  I  shall  know  quite  enough,"  grunted 
Jemmy,  finishing  his  bottle,  and  concealing 
his  confusion  at  having  so  nearly  betrayed 
his  tactics,  as  he  ducked  his  mouth  in  his 
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glass,  and  sipped  and  pondered  over  tlie 
flavour  of  the  last  of  the  Madeira ;  and  as 
he  set  down  his  glass,  the  two  Romilly 
girls  entered  in  full  j)anoply,  having  un- 
successfully drawn  the  drawing-room  and 
library  in  search  of  Georgie ;  and  Jemmy, 
refirettino;  that  it  would  not  do  to  savour 
of  nicotiana  for  the  benefit  of  future  part- 
ners, proceeded  to  fortify  and  attire  himself 
for  the  box-seat  of  the  brougham,  without 
the  solace  of  a  weed  to  light  him  on  his  way. 
So,  after  a  nine-mile  drive,  they  found 
themselves  in  the  entrance  -  hall  of  Weld- 
over  ;  and  presented  the  pass-tickets,  which 
had  been  sent  to  each  guest  to  qualify  ad- 
mission, and  prevent  the  presence,  in  dis- 
guise, of  uninvited  intruders,  and  also  to 
dispense  with  the  betrayal  of  identity,  which 
would  have  resulted  from  sending  and  an- 
nouncing names  publicly  in  the  reception- 
rooms. 
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Since  physiognomies  were  veiled,  the 
only  preference  in  the  selection  of  a 
partner  could  exist  from  criterion  of  dress 
and  figure.  Though  simple  enough  in  the 
former  item,  the  juniors  of  the  Maule  party 
had  good  claim  for  notice  on  the  latter 
score ;  and  inasmuch  as  there  Avas,  more- 
over, a  proper  equipoise  of  partners  on 
both  sides,  neither  they  nor  others  had  any 
special  excuse  for  playing  wall-flower. 

The  difficulty  of  identification  pre- 
vented any  extent  of  preengagements,  and 
partners  were  principally  selected  from 
dance  to  dance  as  required. 

Jemmy  made  no  secret  of  his  identity 
when  he  led  Georgie  out  for  two  sets  of 
Lancers  in  succession,  and  was  far  more 
cordial  and  colloquial  during  those  ope- 
rations than  he  had  been  previously  in 
the  Maule  dining-room. 

Meanwhile    there    were     others    Avho 
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though  they  Avere  enjoying  the  ball  in 
the  abstract,  and  -were  content  to  amuse 
themselves  with  their  own  incognitos,  were 
by  no  means  completely  satisfied  with  the 
incognito  of  others. 

Clara  Vane  had  for  a  long  time  at- 
tempted to  decipher  among  multitudinous 
masks  something  that  could  be  identified 
as  exclusive  to  the  M.F.H.  of  the  Old 
Vale.  She  half- fancied  that  he  might 
recognise  her  by  an  enamel  bracelet  which 
she  had  worn  on  New  -  year's  -  eve  at  the 
Vale  House,  and  had  made  him  fasten 
for  her  when  the  spring  had  slipped. 
What  a  pity  it  was  that  she  had  not 
made  him  admire  it  more  at  the  time,  and 
so  drawn  his  attention  to  it !  But  who 
ever  thought  at  that  time  that  Lady  Kenil- 
worth  would  indulge  in  such  a  freak  as 
this! 

And  Clara   anathematised  her  ill-luck 
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just  as  a  mask  came  up,  and  pleaded  for 
the  next  set  of  Lancers. 

"  Not  unlike  Jemmy  Blake !"  was  her 
comment  to  herself ;  "  about  the  right 
height ;  and  just  like  him  to  prefer 
Lancers  to  a  round  dance ;"  and  Clara 
turned  the  enamel  portrait  of  the  bracelet 
conspicuously,  as  she  took  her  partner's 
arm  and  prepared  to  go  into  action. 

"And  a  fox's  head  upon  his  watch- 
chain  !"  was  her  next  observation,  Avhen 
her  neighbour,  who  showed  that  he  evi- 
dently knew  with  whom  he  was  dancincr, 
whispered  in  an  empresse  manner  his  hap- 
j)iness  in  having  discovered  his  partner 
in  time  for  this  dance  (the  one  preceding 
supper). 

"  I  am  not  sure  whether  I  ever  noticed 
him  wear  one  before,  bat  it's  just  the  sort 
of  thing  that  a  Master  of  hounds  would 
wear.     It  must  be  him  ;   how  delightful !" 
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And  Clara,  with  mucli  empressementj  mur- 
mured her  satisfaction  at  being  blessed 
with  such  a  partner  at  this  critical  period 
of  the  evening. 

''  I  knew  you  the  moment  I  came  into 
the  room,"  whispered  the  mask  again  pre- 
sently, while  the  vis-a-vis  were  doing  duty. 

"  Did  you,  really  ?   Pray  tell  me  how?" 

"  The  instinct  of  love !"  the  mask  was 
on  the  point  of  whispering ;  but  thinking 
that  perhaps  such  a  sentiment  might  be  a 
little  too  abrupt  so  early  in  the  day,  and 
fearing  lest  he  should  scare  his  partner,  who 
seemed  immensely  gracious  this  evening, 
and  should  make  her  draAV  in  her  horns, 
he  modified  his  explanation  to,  "Where 
there's  a  will,  there's  a  way.  I  made  up 
my  mind  to  recognise  you,  and  so  I  did." 

"  How  very  clever  of  you !  But  you 
have  not  quite  told  me  how,"  went  on 
Clara,  with  all  the  natural  curiosity  of  a 
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woman,  but  a  little  less  loquacious  than 
usual  under  the  palpitation  which  the  scene 
that  she  considered  so  closely  impending 
necessarily  engendered. 

The  mask  hung  fire  for  an  instant,  as 
if  in  agitation,  and  Clara  continued : 

"  You  say  that  you  knew  me  the  very 
instant  you  came  into  the  room,  didn't 
you?"  Implying  that  this  was  the  tenth 
dance,  and  the  cavalier  had,  to  say  the 
least,  been  slack  in  not  coming  forward 
sooner,  if  he  knew  with  whom  he  was 
dealing. 

"  Yes ;  I  only  came  in  ten  minutes  ago. 
I  have  been  delayed  all  day  by  this  elec- 
tioneering and  canvass.  I  did  not  get  any 
dinner  till  nine  o'clock;  so  I  followed  the 
girls  in  my  dog-cart  as  soon  as  I  could." 

"  Electioneering  and  canvass !  that  set- 
ties  the  thing.  I  knew  I  couldn't  be 
wrong!"  thought  Clara;  who,  by  the  bye, 

VOL.  III.  F 


66  THE  o.y.H. 

was  a  distant  relation  of  old  Kenyon,  who 
had  no  residence  in  the  county,  though, 
on  his  prestige  as  a  Cabinet  Minister  and 
member  of  Privy  Council,  he  had  so  many 
years  unmolested  represented  it.  "I  am 
sure  I  wish  you  all  success  in  the  contest," 
said  Clara  affectionately ;  '^  even  though 
one's  own  relations  may  be  engaged  in 
it  at  the  same  time,  one  cannot  help  feel- 
ing the  deepest  sympathy  for  one's  friends 
also." 

"  Relations  engaged  in  contest,  hey ! 
that's  all  safe,  then,"  cogitated  the  mask. 
"  I  was  not  quite  sure  about  the  voice  at 
first,  though  the  dress  is  the  right  one. 
How  good  of  her  to  keep  to  the  same 
colours !  Must  have  done  it  on  j^ui'pose 
to  lead  me.  Bless  her!"  and  his  clasp  of 
recognition  in  the  next  double  la^es'-chain 
bore  an  unmistakable  meaning. 

"  But  you  haven't  yet  told  me   how 
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you  recognised  me,"  put  in  Clara  when 
they  came  to  an  anchor  after  the  figure, 
and  her  curiosity  was  still  paramount. 

"  You  should  not  wear  the  same  arti- 
cles at  two  consecutive  balls,"  whis^^ered 
the  mask  slily. 

"How  fortunate  that  I  thought  of  this 
in  time !"  thought  Clara,  as  she  again  ad- 
justed the  bracelet.  "And  you  really  knew 
me  by  that,  did  you?"  she  continued. 

"  Of  course  I  did ;  those  sort  of  things 
make  an  impression  on  me  when  they  are 
connected  with  those  I  —  take  an  interest 
in,"  concluded  the  mask,  again  restraining 
himself,  and  modifying  his  sentiments  till 
a  more  convenient  opportunity. 

"  He's  getting  on,"  thought  Clara  ;  "  I 
was  afraid  he  was  becoming  quite  dull 
the  other  night  at  his  own  house ;  but  I 
suppose  he  was  worried  then  with  the 
responsibilities   of  the   evening;"  and  she 
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turned  her  eyes  witli  an  expressive  and 
studied  flash  right  into  those  of  her  part- 
ner, as  she  said : 

"  So  you  take  an  interest  in  what  I 
wear?  I  am  exceedingly  flattered,  sir.  I 
did  not  know  you  were  a  man  of  taste, 
or  I  would  have  consulted  your  opinion 
often  before  this,"  she  continued  in  a  ban- 
tering tone. 

"  Of  course  I  take  an  interest  in  what 
you  wear,  if  I  take  an  interest  in  yourself," 
said  the  mask  tenderly. 

"  In  me  ?"  said  Clara,  looking  down 
demurely. 

It  was  no  use  to  blush  under  thick 
crape,  but  attitude  and  expression  could 
do  a  good  deal  without  that. 

"  And  don't  you  take  interest  in  mef 
continued  the  other,  improving  the  occasion, 
as  they  stood  in  a  window-recess,  for  the  set 
had  been  concluded  a  minute  or  two  asfo. 


LADY  e:exilwoiith's  bal  jjasque.       69 

Clara  still  looked  demure,  and  made 
no  reply.  More  was  sure  to  come,  if  she 
only  tried  cautiously  to  draAV  it  out  in  the 
right  place. 

"  I  thought  you  took  interest  and  s}tii- 
pathised  ^dth  me  in  my  contest  just  now. 
Do  you  not  ?"  continued  the  mask,  per- 
severingly  and  coaxingly,  as  he  peered 
down  and  tried  to  catch  the  eyes  below 
him. 

"  0,  yes  ;  I  am  sure  I  wish  you  success 
with  all  my  heart,"  said  Clara  guardedly ; 
for  there  was  no  longer  any  need  to  make 
running  for  herself,  since  her  partner  had 
suddenly  taken  it  up  so  strenuously  on  his 
own  account. 

"They  are  going  in  to  supper;  shall 
we  go  on  there  ?"  suggested  the  mask,  who 
noticed  that  another  cavalier  was  eyeing 
them  A\ith  a  sinister  demeanour  from  an 
opposite   window,    and    dreaded    lest    the 
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spectator  of  their  tete-a-tete  should  prove 
to  be  Jemmy  Blake. 

So  the  pair  led  oiF  boldly  to  suj)per, 
and  did  ample  justice  to  his  lordship's 
champagne  ;  while  the  dramatic  -  looking 
mask,  following  from  the  other  window^ 
grumbled  to  himself, 

"  Who  the  deuce  can  the  rascal  be  ? 
I  twigged  her  dress  half  an  hour  ago.  It 
looks  horrid  like  as  if  he  had  done  so  too. 
They  were  too  earnest  not  to  know  who 
they  were  talking  to.  Just  my  luck !  If 
I  had  only  gone  to  the  Rectory  one  day 
sooner,  I  might  have  had  it  all  my  own 
way.  I'll  have  a  cut  in  on  my  own  hook 
before  the  night's  out,  or  I'm  a — " 

And  the  gentleman  concluded  his  so- 
liloquy in  a  bumper  of  Epernay,  and, 
thus  fortified,  returned  to  the  baRroom  in 
search  for  some  dame  to  whom  to  do  the 
dutiful. 
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"  We  must  not  make  ourselves  con- 
spicuous by  dancing  too  many  dances  run- 
ning," said  tlie  mask  cautiously  towards 
tlie  end  of  supper.  "  I  know  someone  w^ho 
looked  very  cross  at  us  w^lien  we  sat  out 
together  in  Vale  House  a  month  ago.  Let 
me  put  myself  do^vn  for  this  and  this,"  he 
continued,  selecting  a  valse  and  galop  at 
judicious  intervals  down  the  later  part  of 
the  card ;  which  Clara,  of  course,  graciously 
surrendered  at  his  bidding. 

Mr.  James  Blake  had  meantime  had  a 
more  pleasant  time  of  it  than  he  had  anti- 
cipated over  his  Madeira.  He  had,  in  the 
short  interval,  danced  thrice  with  Georgie, 
since  there  could  be  no  notice  taken  of 
the  proceeding,  and  had  so  far  risked  the 
enjoyment  of  his  supper  as  to  let  two  of  his 
dances  with  her  be  spinning  ones.  When 
diseno-ao-ed  from  her,  he  had  thrown  himself 
con  amove  into  the  hands  of  other  partners, 
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and  done  his  duty  manfully,  apparently 
relishing  the  reaction  occasioned  to  his 
usually  retiring  nature  by  indulging  for 
the  nonce  in  wholesale  flirtation,  because 
free  from  the  risk  of  detection. 

And  not  the  less  had  Georgie  enjoyed 
herself,  not  only  in  Jemmy's  society,  but 
even  -when  fettered  to  others,  from  the  fact 
that  she  soon  recognised  at  a  distance  the 
piracy  that  Clara  Vane  had  told  her  of;  to 
^vit,  the  dove-silk  and  spangled  tuUe,  which 
had  so  occupied  Jack  Marshall  in  the  study 
on  New-year's- eve,  in  picking  up  and  che- 
rishing as  relics  the  oft -falling  spangles 
that  littered  the  ground  round  the  settee 
whither  he  had  then  in  his  exuberance 
drawn  Miss  Warren  for  a  tete-a-tete.  Jack 
Marshall  had  preserved  a  pocketful  of  these 
spangles,  and  a  stray  dove-coloured  bow  to 
boot,  and  was  not  likely  to  forget  the  details 
of  that  dress  for  some  time  to  come.     And 
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Georgie,  observing  the  dove-silk  and  span- 
gles keeping  head-quarters  at  the  farther 
end  of  the  room,  was  gratified  at  last  to 
find  that  the  wearer  thereof,  who  for  an 
hour  or  two  had  seemed  ill  at  ease,  closely 
scanning  everyone  that  she  passed,  and 
peering  inquisitively  into  Jemmy's  face  as  he 
checked  for  breath  in  a  galop  with  Georgie 
on  his  arm,  seemed  just  before  supper  to 
have  settled  do^\Ti  to  a  partner  after  her 
own  heart,  with  whom  she  was  soon  deep 
in  earnest  converse,  and  after  standing  out 
a  following  dance  with  the  same  mask, 
had  gone  under  his  convoy  to  the  supper- 
room. 

It  was  towards  the  close  of  the  eveninof, 
when  the  dove-silk  and  spangled  tulle  had 
been  for  the  last  two  hours  see  -  sawing 
principally  between  the  partnership  of  the 
mask  who  had  convoyed  her  to  suj)per, 
and  of  another  who  had  hung  most  assi- 
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duously  upon  lier  skirts  the  whole  evening, 
but  wlio,  from  his  height,  slight  frame,  and 
delicately-shaped  hands,  was  certainly  not 
Mr.  James  Blake.  But  the  two  masks  in 
question  had  both,  for  prudential  or  other 
reasons,  left  the  lady  disengaged  for  the 
last  dance  but  two ;  and  then,  by  coin- 
cidence, seemed  each  to  imagine  that  he 
had  waited  oiF  Ions:  enou2:h,  and  mio^ht 
be  justified  in  pleading  for  one  more  turn 
before  the  finale. 

Clara  Vane  was  standing  in  the  door- 
way, and  trying  to  decipher,  if  possible, 
which  among  a  flood  that  had  just  gone 
out  to  parade  and  cool  on  the  balcony 
might  be  Georgie  Warren,  when  the  two 
masked  cavaliers  came  up  simultaneously, 
one  on  each  side,  and  craved  the  next  dance 
as  a  last  honne  louche. 

There  was  no  help  for  it  but  to  make 
an  invidious  distinction.     Neither  gentle- 
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man  liad  heard  nor  noticed  the  other  till 
he  had  spoken,  and  so  was  too  late  to  fore- 
arm himself  with  a  white  lie  that  the  lady 
was  already  engaged  to  him;  each  had 
acknowledged  by  his  request  that  it  was 
still  an  open  question  between  them. 

So  Clara  looked  in  perplexity  from  one 
to  the  other,  in  hopes  that  one  might 
resign  or  offer  to  postpone  his  request  to 
the  following  dance.  Xo  such  luck.  Each 
repeated  his  request,  and  more  earnestly 
than  before  :  a  choice  must  be  made  ; 
who  knew  but  that  it  might  be  a  more 
final  one  than  the  externals  of  the  case 
might  suggest  ? 

The  dangling  fox's  head  denominated 
plainly  him  to  whom  she  must  confide 
herself. 

No  longer  did  she  hesitate,  and,  mak- 
ing a  graceful  bow  to  the  other  suitor,  she 
softly  said  that  the  other  gentleman  had, 
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she  believed,  preengagecl  her;  and  then, 
resigning  herself  to  her  squire,  who  was 
in  ecstasies  at  this  ready  result  of  the 
dove-silk's  unblushing  mendacity,  she  sailed 
off  with  him. 

"How  good  of  you  to  devote  yourself 
to  me  again!"  whispered  the  mask  when 
they  got  into  a  corner  presently  after  the 
dance;  and  he  began  to  think  that  the 
decided  preference  exhibited  for  himself 
in  this  choice  and  sundry  other  items 
warranted  him  in  coming  to  the  point,  and 
getting  a  load  off  his  mind,  before  they 
should  separate  for  the  evening.  "  I  was 
afraid  you  would  have  had  so  much  of 
my  company,  that  you  would  have  been 
glad  to  change  me  for  the  other  gentle- 
man, whoever  he  was,"  he  continued, 
seeking  by  self-disparagement  to  elicit 
some  coaxing  comjDliment  that  should  en- 
courage him,  and  facilitate  his  progress. 
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''  Why  should  you  think  that  I  should 
have  too  much  of  you  ?"  was  the  reply. 

"  Haven't  you  ?  Then  will  you  tell 
me  that  you  are  not  bored  with  me  after 
all?" 

^'How  could  I  be!"  Of  course  the 
eyelids  drooped  slily  and  judiciously  as 
the  mask  looked  up  into  them,  the  better 
to  read  his  fate. 

"  But  this  is  only  one  evening,  once 
and  away.  Suppose  you  were  to  see  as 
much  of  me  every  day ;  are  you  sure  that 
you  would  not  think  me  then  too  much 
of  a  o'ood  thino;  p" 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Clara,  with  a  careful 
modulation  of  her  voice,  wishino;  that  he 
would  not  beat  so  long  about  the  bush. 

"  You  gave  yourself  out  just  now  as 
preengaged  to  me  before  everyone  else," 
said  the  mask,  with  his  heart  in  his  mouth, 
but   thinkino;    that   it   must    be    now    or 
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never.  "Will  you,  or  won't  you —  I 
mean  to  say,  have  you  any  objection  to 
making  that  a  more  permanent  engage- 
ment, and  giving  me  the  right  to  claim 
you  before  everyone  else,  everyvv^here,  and 
anywhere  ?"  and  he  paused,  breathless,  for 
reply,  as  he  congratulated  himself  that  the 
end  brought  the  murder  to  the  surface  in 
a  decidedly  artistic  manner. 

"  0,  you  don't  know  what  you  are 
saying,"  faltered  Clara,  who  of  course  knew 
well  enough,  but  could  not  afford  to  take 
him  at  his  word  too  rapidly. 

''  T  know  surely  what  T  am  saying, 
when  it  has  been  on  my  mind  night  and 
day  for  months !  You  won't  deny  me, 
will  you,  dearest  ?" 

''No,"  murmured  Clara,  who  thought 
that  he  was  not  sufficiently  explicit. 

"And  may  I  tell  her  ladyship,  since 
you  are  her  guest,  what  we  have  arranged, 
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SO  that  I  may  come  and  see  you  again 
before  you  leave  the  county ;  or  had  I 
better  ^vrite  to  your  father  at  once  ?" 

"0  no,"  said  Clara,  who  did  not  see 
the  use  of  making  Lady  Marshall  her  con- 
fidante, and  felt  herself  best  al^le  to  deal 
with  her  papa  herself;  but  at  the  same 
time  puzzled  that  Jemmy,  who  had  been  on 
such  easy  footing  at  Ashton  Grove,  should 
want  leave  or  excuse  for  calling  there  to 
see  her  or  anyone,  till  she  explained  his 
novel  diffidence  as  the  natural  timidity  of 
affection,  or  else  to  some  misunderstandino- 
on  election  scores  with  Jack  Marshall; 
so  she  continued,  "  I  will  see  papa  myself, 
and  talk  about  it  with  him ;  I  am  sure  he 
w^ill  have  no  objection ;  and  you  can  write 
to  him  as  soon  as  I  am  gone  home,  for, 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  I  go  back  to-morrow." 

"To-morrow!"  ejaculated  the  mask  in 
disappointment ;  "so  soon  ?" 
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"You  must  come  and  see  us  in  town 
as  soon  as  the  election  is  over.  Papa  has 
just  taken  a  house  in  Lowndes-square,  and 
we  go  into  it  as  soon  as  I  go  back  to  keep 
house  for  him.     No.  17  is  the  house." 

"And  I  am  to  write  to  him  there  as 
soon  as  you  get  home — say  the  day  after 
to-morrow  ?" 

"  Yes,  that  will  be  best,"  replied  Clara, 
who  had  quickly  recovered  her  equanimity, 
and  was  fully  alive  to  business. 

"Thank  you,  dearest;  a  thousand 
thanks !"  whispered  the  gentleman  in  his 
most  tender  modulation,  and  manijDulating 
in  his  o^vn  the  fingers  of  the  hand  upon 
his  arm. 

"  Gently  !  please  take  care ;  people  will 
be  looking  at  us.  You  had  better  put  me 
down  before  they  begin  to  take  notice  or 
suspect.  That  must  be  Lady  Marshall  who 
is  cominof  towards  us  now." 
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"  I'll  get  my  dogcart,  and  be  off  out  of 
the  way  at  once  before  the  rest,"  said  the 
lover,  in  prompt  obedience;  and  with  one 
more  tenderly-whispered  adieu  he  placed 
her  upon  a  seat,  and  left  the  room,  snap- 
ping his  fingers  and  chuckling  like  a  daw, 
while  Clara  shook  out  her  dress  compla- 
cently, settled  herself  down,  and  watched 
the  retiring  cavalier,  with  the  conscious- 
ness that  she  had  played  her  cards  remark- 
ably well,  and  landed  a  very  good  stroke 
of  business. 

"  We  shall  have  plenty  of  room  inside," 
quoth  Lady  Marshall,  as  she  settled  her 
band  in  the  recesses  of  the  huge  covered 
wagonette  that  had  brought  the  Ashton- 
Grove  party;  ''Jack  has  confined  himself, 
I  see,  to  his  dogcart,  that  he  might  be 
independent." 

" How  curious !"  said  Clara;  "just  the 
same  as  Mr.  Blake.     I  suppose  these  elec- 
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tion  candidates  have  so  much  on  their 
hands,  that  they  are  obliged  to  have  their 
times  and  actions  dependent  on  no  one 
but  themselves ;"  and  she  settled  herself 
back  in  her  bernous,  and  enjoyed  delicious 
reveries  till  they  pulled  up  at  the  Grove 
door. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

A  CRITICAL  STATE  OF  THE  POLL. 

It  was  a  full  cargo  that  went  into  Ashton 
from  tlie  Vale  House  on  the  25  th  in  the 
Maule  carriage  ;  for  Jemmy,  though  he 
had  set  up  a  sort  of  tea-cart  j^haeton  in 
addition  to  his  dogcart,  had  not  gone  the 
length  of  any  more  luxurious  conveyance 
so  long  as  his  only  female  guests  were 
Lady  Mary  and  his  young  friends,  who 
invariably  brought  the  britzka  with  them 
for  general  use. 

There  were  Lady  Mary,  Georgie,  Ralph 
Romilly,  and  Jemmy  himself  inside — Ruby 
beaming  from  the  box-seat — as  they  picked 
their  way  slowly  through  the  crowded  streets 
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between  banners,  colours,  rosettes,  placards 
stationary  and  placards  jDeripatetic,  roughs 
and  lambs  of  all  classes  and  varieties  of 
creed,  and  cat-calls,  cheers,  groans,  hisses, 
and  the  usual  varieties  of  ebullition  and 
expression  of  feeling  on  the  part  of  the 
British  populace,  till  they  reached  the  door- 
way of  the  Golden  Cross,  the  head-quarters 
of  the  committee  of  the  Conservative  can- 
didate. 

The  nomination  had  taken  place  in 
Ashton  three  days  previously ;  and  of 
course  each  candidate  had  his  nominal 
duty  of  addressing  the  electors  and  out- 
siders who  thronged  the  hustings. 

And  equally  as  a  matter  of  course, 
not  a  word  was  heard  by  any  of  the 
audience  below,  or  even  of  those  close 
around  and  alongside,  except  the  one  or 
two  close  at  elbow,  and  the  local  reporters, 
w^ho  picked   up  what  they  could   at   the 
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time,  and  filled  up  deficiencies  afterwards 
by  reference  to  tlie  manuscript  copy  of 
each  candidate's  address,  which  was  placed 
at  their  service. 

Jack  Marshall,  unprepared  for  such 
turmoil  and  lack  of  order,  had  diligently 
learnt  ofi^  his  oration  by  heart,  with  stu- 
dious attention  to  efi'ect,  punctuation,  pro- 
nunciation, and  modulation,  and  was  dis- 
appointed at  the  undeserved  disregard  with 
which  his  efibrts  and  arguments  were  re- 
ceived; and  still  farther  annoyed  when  a 
decidedly  unclean  dead  cat,  hurled  by  a 
^'  lamb"  in  his  o^\ti  employ — whose  igno- 
rance or  temporarily  obfuscated  brain 
caused  him  to  mistake  his  employer  for 
Mr.  Blake — struck  him  full  on  the  mouth, 
and  lent  a  decided  distaste  to  the  utter- 
ance of  the  remainder  of  his  speech. 

On  the  whole,  however,  the  mob  was 
fairly  orderly.      The   above   unintentional 
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insult  —  which,  as  explained,  was  purely 
accidental,  at  least  so  far  as  the  individual 
on  Avhom  the  visitation  lighted  —  was  the 
only  one  committed  upon  any  of  the  can- 
didates. Two  only,  of  the  many  fights  and 
suchlike  disagreements  that  enlivened  the 
streets,  led  to  coroner's  inquests. 

As  before  said,  audience  was  a  mere 
farce,  and  the  mob  about  as  decided  and 
discriminative  as  that  which  in  centuries 
past  yelled  for  the  space  of  three  hours 
in  honour  of  Diana  of  the  Ephesians  :  but 
they  seemed,  on  the  whole,  to  appreciate 
Mr.  Blake  more  than  anyone,  unless  it 
were  the  veteran  Kenyon ;  and  what  with 
cheering  of  his  own  friends  and  the  matter- 
of-course  hooting  of  the  opposition,  Mr. 
Blake  had  more  difficulty  in  obtaining  an 
audience,  even  for  the  benefit  of  reporters 
close  at  his  elbow,  than  had  any  other  of 
the  patient  and  long-sufiering  candidates. 
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Of  the  organised  pledges  and  promises 
promulgated  by  each  candidate  in  his  no- 
minal endeavour  to  convince  the  mass  of 
electors,  who  had  been  canvassed,  courted, 
pledged,  bought,  and  sold  one  way  or  an- 
other, days  and  weeks  before,  vide  daily 
papers  of  the  period,  local  and  metropolitan. 

The  next  day  but  one  had  seen  the 
commencement  of  the  poll,  at  seven  or 
eight  polling-places  throughout  the  county; 
and  at  the  close  of  that  day  it  was  pretty 
palpable  that  Jack  Marshall  was,  so  to 
speak,  ^^  out  of  it." 

The  figures,  balanced  as  nearly  as  could 
be  from  the  returns  of  the  various  com- 
mittees, were  on  the  morning  in  question 
— Kenyon,  4872;  Cook,  3017;  Blake,  3003; 
and  Marshall,  940. 

The  friends  of  the  second  Liberal,  who 
was  evidently  having  a  closer  run  vA\h  Mr. 
Blake  than  his  party  relished,  pressed  Jack 
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Marshall  to  retire,  and  so  save  to  Cook  what 
votes  would  otherwise  have  gone  to  his 
hopeless  cause.  But  Jack  stuck  manfully 
to  his  colours,  declared  that  the  contest 
wasn't  half  over  yet,  and  that  the  Ashton 
district  had  reserved  itself  for  the  second 
day,  and  that  then  the  public  would  see 
wherein  his  great  strength  lay. 

So,  as  might  be  supposed,  J.  Marshall 
junior,  being  at  loggerheads  with  commit- 
tees and  interests  in  the  town,  was  not 
one  of  the  most  popular  characters  that 
showed  in  the  highways  of  Ashton  that 
day  ;  and  for  one  dead  cat  of  the  preceding 
day,  no  less  than  ten  fell  into  the  carriage 
on  the  morrow,  as  he  drove  in  state  to  his 
quarters  at  the  Bull  and  Mouth. 

Of  Mr.  Blake's  3000  odd  votes  about 
two -thirds  were,  as  might  be  supposed, 
"  plumpers."  The  residue  had  been  split 
between   him   and   Kenyon,  whom   discri- 
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minating  politicians  esteemed  Conservative 
in  heart,  Liberal  only  in  name. 

"  Jack  Marshall  sticks  to  his  colours, 
and  won't  scratch,"  said  Ralph,  as  he  came 
mth  the  latest  news  to  Jemmy  and 
the  ladies  on  the  balcony  of  the  Golden 
Cross. 

"Pig-headed  booby!"  quoth  Jemmy, 
who  wasted  no  love  upon  his  opponent ; 
"what  chance  on  earth  can  he  expect  to 
have  ?" 

"  Don't  slang  the  poor  brute ;  he  is 
doing  you,  though  he  doesn't  mean  it,  the 
very  best  turn  that  he  can.  Every  vote 
that  he  draws  is  one  off  Cook's  score,  for 
all  the  Yellows  split  between  Kenyon  and 
one  of  the  other  two  Liberals." 

"  We  shall  beat  friend  Cook  without 
his  help,"  said  Jemmy  sardonically,  with 
the  remembrance  of  a  letter  received  not 
forty-eight  hours  before   from   his   agent. 
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and  the  secret  intelligence  and  evidence 
therein  contained. 

"There  he  goes!"  said  Ruby,  as  Jack 
Marshall,  in  an  Ashton- Grove  open  carriage, 
drove  slowly  by  underneath  the  ^balcony, 
and  looked  up  at  the  group  assembled 
there. 

Jack  was  by  no  means  in  the  best  of 
humours..  The  same  post  that  had  brought 
to  Mr.  Blake  the  pleasing  news  of  the 
results  of  his  agent's  espionage  upon  the 
dealings  of  Mr.  Cook  mth  venal  consti- 
tuents had  also  delivered  to  him,  from  the 
Dead-Letter  Office,  his  o^\ai  documents  ad- 
dressed respectively  to  Colonel  and  Miss 
Warren,  17  LoA\Tides-square,  returned  with 
the  explanation  "Not  known  here,"  and 
having  no  doubt  afforded,  from  their  several 
contents,  infinite  amusement  to  the  intelli- 
gent and  gossiping  clerks  of  that  Civil- 
Service  department. 
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The  first  object,  and  perhaps  the  only 
one,  that  attracted  Jack's  eye  as  he  gazed 
up  Avas  the  sans-souci  face  of  Georgie  bend- 
ing over  Ruby's  shoulder,  and  watching 
the  hurly-burly  below. 

"  Down  here,  after  all  !"  was  Jack's 
mental  ejaculation.  "  That  explains  it  all. 
House  wasn't  ready;  stopped  on  at  the 
Maule ;  too  shy  to  write  and  tell  me  all 
about  it.  Must  be  that.  Very  strange,  though. 
She  wasn't  half  so  shy  the  other  night." 

And  shehing  politics  and  party-spirit 
in  an  instant,  he  doffed  his  beaver  and 
bowed  gracefidly  to  the  group  overhead. 

The  stretch  of  courtesy  nearly  proved 
fatal  to  him  ;  for  the  balance  of  a  brickbat, 
which  had  struck  a  lamp-post — sending  the 
best  proportion  through  the  unshuttered 
front  of  a  chemist's  shop,  to  the  detriment 
of  drugs  and  vials^glanced  on  to  Jack's 
unprotected  pate,  and,  leaving  its  mark  in 
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'  an  unmistakable  manner,  caused  tlie  recipi- 
ent to  collapse  half-stunned  on  the  cushions 
behind  him. 

His  friend  and  agent,  Mr.  John  Moore, 
promptly  raised  the  wounded  man,  while 
the  "lambs"  clustered  round  the  carriage 
in  penitence  that  one  of  their  number 
should  have  inadvertently  expended  upon 
his  master  a  missile  which  had  been  hon- 
estly intended  for  a  true-blue  voter  at 
that  moment  escorted  down  to  the  polling- 
booth. 

Lady  Mary  noted  the  handkerchief 
saturated  mth  blood  which  the  agent  was 
holding  to  the  broken  pate  of  the  Kadical 
candidate,  and  called  Jemmy's  attention 
to  the  catastrophe.  All  Mr.  Blake's  spleen 
and  dislike  vanished  at  the  sight  of  what 
appeared  to  be  a  really  serious  accident, 
and  before  the  coachman  had  received  his 
orders  from  the  agent  not  to  proceed  to 
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the  Bull  and  Mouth,  which  was  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  distant,  but  to  turn  back  sharp 
to  the  doctor's,  Jemmy  and  Ralph  had 
pushed  their  way  through  the  crowd  to 
the  carriage, — the  latter  finding  it  needful 
to  trample  a  couple  of  "lambs"  under  foot 
in  his  progress, — and  between  them  lifted 
out  the  half-stupid  Jack  and  carried  liim 
unceremoniously  into  the  anteroom  at  the 
back  of  the  luncheon-room.  The  flow  of 
blood  and  a  glass  of  cold  water  soon 
brought  Jack  to  himself  again,  and  long 
before  the  doctor  had  made  his  appear- 
ance Lady  Mary  had  cut  away  the  hair 
round  the  gash,  and  nearly  stanched  the 
bleeding  by  judicious  application  of  wet 
cloths;  Georgie  standing  by,  and  making 
herself  useful  according  to  orders  given. 

The  doctor  would  have  at  once  removed 
his  patient  out  of  the  enemy's  quarters, 
but  Jack,  who  had  already  got  his  eyes 
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and  wits  about  him,  saw  Georgie  Warren, 
and  was  "too  shaken"  to  move  just  yet, 
and  pleaded  hard  to  be  allowed  to  stay 
where  he  was. 

And  as  Jemmy  Blake,  let  alone  his 
innate  charity,  was  well  content  that  the 
Radical  should  stay  where  he  was,  and 
have  no  opportunity  for  authorising  as 
yet  the  withdrawal  of  his  name  from  the 
contest,  and  thus  swelling  the  poll  for 
Mr.  Cook,  Jack  Marshall  was  suffered  to 
have  his  way,  and  stay  where  he  found 
himself. 

Meanwhile  Ruby  and  Ralph  had,  inter 
alia,  fallen  into  discussion  of  the  bogus 
address  that  had  given  so  much  offence 
to  Jack  and  amusement  to  Sir  John  Mar- 
shall. 

"  I  wish  I  had  been  there  to  see  Mas- 
ter Jack  fire  up,"  said  Ralph;  "Jemmy 
told  me  the  story  in  his  own  way,  and  it 
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was  as  good  as  a  play.  It's  the  best  draw 
we  have  had  this  election,  which  has,  on 
the  whole,  been  a  very  slow  one  :  I  never 
knew  one  with  less  incident  till  Jack,  here, 
got  his  head  broken  just  now  at  the  finish 
for  a  variety." 

^'And  you  say  that  Jemmy  did  not 
write  the  address,  nor  you,  and  no  one 
has  any  idea  who  sent  it  in?"  asked 
Ruby. 

"  Xot  a  trace  of  any  sort ;  the  only 
clue  I  know  would  be  to  call  at  the  Times 
office,  and  see  if  we  could  identify  the 
handwriting:  I  understand  that  Jack  did 
so,  but  could  not  make  head  or  tail  of  it." 

"But  we  don't  want  to  unearth  the 
author,  do  we?''  suggested  Ruby. 

"Not  to  do  him  an  injury  or  expose 
him,  unless  he  is  proud  of  the  joke — as 
I  think  I  should  be ;  but  we  might  see  if 
Ave  can  make  anythmg  of  it  for  oar  OAvn 
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curiosity.  I  suspected  Algy  Paget  at  one 
time,  but  Jemmy  swears  tliat  he  had  no- 
thing to  do  with  it.  We'll  call  at  Printing- 
house-square  next  time  Ave  go  to  town." 

"  We  needn't  go  so  far  as  that.'^ 

"Why  not?"  said  Ralph. 

"The  Asliton  Mercury  published  it  as 
well  as  the  Times  J  ^ 

"Are  you  sure?  How  do  you  know? 
You  don't  take  it  in  at  Vincent's?"  said 
Ralph,  looking  at  Ruby. 

"I  heard  that  it  came  out  in  that, 
though ;  I  am  sure  it  did.  Let's  go  and  see 
if  the  editor  has  kept  the  manuscripts.'^ 

"  Come  on,  then,  and  we  can  see  the 
latest  returns  at  the  same  time ;"  and  tuck- 
ing the  young  one  under  his  arm,  Ralph 
convoyed  him  through  the  mob  and  doAvn 
a  bye-street  to  the  office  of  the  Ashton 
Mercury. 

Picking  their  way  into  the  printing-room, 
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where  overworked  compositors  and  devils 
were  busily  setting-up  the  hourly  notices  and 
returns  of  the  committees,  they  accosted  the 
local  editor  in  his  box  poring  over  a  proof- 
sheet,  and  announcing  themselves  as  joint 
friends  of  Mr.  Blake  and  Sir  John  Mar- 
shall, explained  the  reason  of  their  coming. 

^'  A  good  many  gentlemen  have  asked 
to  see  the  same  thing,"  said  the  editor; 
*'but  none  of  them  have  been  able  to 
make  anything  of  the  writing.  It's  not  a 
very  peculiar  hand,  after  all,  but  it's  an 
unformed  one;  more  like  a  school-girl's,  I 
should  say,  than  anything  else,"  he  con- 
cluded, as  he  fished  out  two  sheets  of  note- 
paper,  thick  cream-laid,  but  bearing  no 
die  or  monogram  of  any  sort  whatever, 
and  laid  them  before  them,  while  Ralph 
glanced  instantaneously  at  Ruby,  who  Avas 
quietly  and  innocently  studying  the  sheet 
in  front  of  him,  and  then  in  his  turn  care- 
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fully  read  the  paper  through.  ^' Thank 
you,  Mr.  Owen,"  was  all  he  said  when  he 
had  concluded.  ''  I  am  afraid  I  do  not 
see  my  way  to  giving  you  any  informa- 
tion any  more  than  those  who  have  gone 
before  me." 

"It's  by  no  means  a  bad  hoax,  sir," 
said  the  editor.  "  It's  quite  took  me  in,  as 
you  may  see,  for  I  did  not  know  Mr. 
Marshall's  handwriting;  and  as  far  as  the 
style  and  manner  of  it,  I  could  see  nothing 
unnatural  in  it,  though  I  have  no  doubt 
he  would  not  be  at  all  flattered  to  hear 
me  say  so.  I  wonder  the  writer  does  not 
let  out  the  authorship)  now  that  it  is  all 
over,  if  only  for  the  fun  of  the  thing." 

"  I  suppose  it  depends  whether  it  suits 
him  and  his  friends  to  have  a  split  with 
Mr.  Marshall,"  said  Ruby.  — "Come  on, 
Ralph ;"  and  they  wished  the  editor  good- 
day. 
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^^  I  tliink  I  have  seen  that  handwritmg 
before,"  said  Ralph,  as  they  turned  back 
into  the  High-street. 

"  So  have  I,  I  think,"  said  Ruby  de- 
murely; and  Ralph  stopped  and  looked 
him  in  the  face,  whereupon  Ruby  stopped 
too,  and  l)oth  burst  out  laughing. 

"  Come  on ;  we  must  not  talk  too  loud 
about  it  here,  you  young  sinner.  I  didn't 
think  you  up  to  such  a  trick.  What  on 
earth  put  it  into  your  head,  and  how  did 
you  know  in  time  ?" 

*'  Marriott  had  been  dining  and  sleep- 
ing at  Ashton  Grove,  and  came  back  early 
that  day  with  the  news;  so  I  bought  a 
quire  of  plain  paper,  and  sent  the  thing 
up  the  same  night  as  a  special  parcel  by 
the  9.15  train,  with  a  special  delivery,  so 
as  to  get  it  in  town  in  time  for  press  that 
night." 

" Have  you  told  Jemmy?" 
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"  Wait  till  the  election  is  over,  and  the 
thing  has  dropped,  so  that  he  may  say 
meantime,  if  asked,  that  he  knows  nothing 
of  it  or  the  author.  Georgie  is  the  only 
person  that  knows  a  word  about  it,  bar 
you;"  and  they  reentered  the  Golden 
Cross. 

Jack  Marshall  was  sitting  up  in  an 
armchair,  a  towel  twisted  round  his  head, 
his  agent  deep  in  converse  with  him ; 
Georgie  and  Lady  Mary  devoting  them- 
selves to  Jemmy  in  the  next  room,  so  as 
not  to  play  the  spy  upon  the  political  con- 
verse of  the  Opposition  in  the  anteroom ; 
and  to  judge  by  the  expression  of  the 
Radical  candidate's  face,  he  had  abandoned 
all  care  for  the  coming  election,  and  would 
have  infinitely  preferred  his  agent's  room 
to  his  company. 

"  The  poll  has  closed  here  for  the  day," 
said   Ralph,    entering    again   a   couple   of 
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hours  later.  '' You've  a  majority  of  forty 
over  Cook  in  this  place  so  far." 

"Not  enough,  I  fear,  to  compensate  for 
his  preponderance  in  his  o^^^l  peculiar  dis- 
trict. He  will  make  up  all  that  and  more 
in  the  total ;"  and  Jemmy  ordered  the 
carriage  to  return  to  the  Yale  House. 

Lady  Mary  was  alone  in  the  Yale-House 
library  next  afternoon,  when  Jack  Marshall 
was  ushered  in. 

Beyond  a  black  bandage  round  his  head 
he  seemed  but  little  the  worse  for  wear ; 
but  his  manner  was  frightfully  distrait  and 
tame  as  he  looked  round  the  room,  as  if 
for  other  faces,  and  proceeded  to  utter 
his  thanks  for  the  shelter  and  doctoring 
that  had  been  afforded  him  the  day  be- 
fore. 

"  Jemmy  and  the  others  have  gone  in 
for  the  declaration  of  the  poll,"  said  Lady 
Mary ,  noticing  his  inquiring  glances. 
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"  I  did  not  see  Miss  Warren  and  Ruby," 
said  Jack  doubtingly.  "  Mr.  Romilly  and 
Mr.  Blake  were  alone  in  tlie  phaeton." 

"  Ruby  rode  a  wliip's  liorse  over,  so  as 
to  be  independent,  and  to  bring  back  the 
news  sooner.     Georgie  left  this  morning." 

^'Left!"  said  Jack  breathlessly.  ''For 
the  Maule,  I  suppose  ?"  he  added,  gasping 
for  a  reprieve. 

*'No;  I  am  sorry  to  say  she  has  left 
us  for  Brighton,  to  join  Colonel  Warren." 

And  Jack's  face  fell  almost  to  his  shoes. 
Just  his  luck  again. 

Lady  Mary  noticed  his  state  of  mind, 
and  easily  divined  his  case.  "  I  don't 
think  Georgie  has  any  idea  of  it,"  thought 
she ;  so  she  kept  her  own  counsel. 

Ruby  came  into  the  room  with  his  hat 
on,  cracking  a  dog-whij). 

"No  go  this  journey,"  he  said;  "we 
must  beat  them  on  appeal." 
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"Dear  me!  what  is  the  result?"  asked 
Lady  Mary  curiously. 

Ruby  fished  out  an  old  envelope,  and 
read  figures  from  the  back  of  it — "  Kenyon, 
8640;  Cook,  5937;  Jemmy,  5782.  — I 
didn't  take  down  your  score,"  said  he 
innocently  to  Jack,  "because  you  know 
you  weren't  in  the  hunt  after  the  start." 

Jack  Marshall  rose  to  go ;  he  could  not 
be  persuaded  to  stay  for  lunch ;  he  had  an 
engagement;  and  he  barely  shook  hands 
mth  Ruby  as  the  latter  escorted  him  to  his 
dogcart. 

"What  brought  him  here,  mother?" 
said  he  as  he  came  back  to  the  library. 

"He  came  to  return  thanks  for  our 
taking  care  of  him  yesterday,"  said  Lady 
Mary,  who  did  not  feel  quite  justified  in 
betraying  the  result  of  her  o^vii  observation 
to  Ruby. 

"That  all?"  said  Ruby.     "Xo  thanks 
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wanted  for  that ;  it  paid  best  to  keep 
him  safe  in  there,  and  prevent  him  from 
being  persuaded  to  scratch.  Worse  luck, 
Cook's  ahead,  after  all !"  and  he  went  to 
look  for  some  lunch. 

But  Mr.  Blake's  appeal  and  thousand 
pounds'  security  were  duly  lodged  at  West- 
minster before  the  new  House  had  been  a 
week  in  conclave. 


CHAPTER  V. 

AINTREE. 

The  numbers  are  going  up  for  tlie  Grand 
National  at  Liverpool;  twenty-three  com- 
petitors have  sported  silk  and  weighed-in ; 
top  weight  but  one  stands  the  five-year-old 
Lord  of  the  Valley;  Ralph  Romilly  is  to 
ride  him  this  time.  In  point  of  jockey- 
ship  he  can  probably  give  Rub}^  Blake 
five  pounds ;  but  there  is  no  jealousy  be- 
tween the  cousins.  Ruby  rode  and  won 
the  Croydon  Cup  at  a  weight  to  which 
Ralph  could  not  scale.  Noav,  the  latter 
can  within  a  short  period  waste  to  the 
required  eleven  twelve,  and  Ruby,  with 
Jemmy  Blake's  sanction,   has  at  once  va- 
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cated  in  his  favour.  Lady  Mary,  more- 
over, had  a  voice  in  the  matter,  and, 
though  unwilling  to  dictate  or  tie  Ruby 
to  apron-strings,  pleaded  against  Ruby  in- 
curring the  rush  and  risk  of  a  crowd  of 
two-dozen  horses  at  the  racing  pace  of  the 
great  Aintree  event. 

So  Ralph  is  installed  in  the  pigskin, 
and  Peter  Mell,  to  his  disgust,  rides  Tom- 
fool. Mr.  Blake,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
has  declared  to  win  with  Lord  of  the 
Valley. 

Here  come  the  competitors  from  the 
paddock  in  single  file.  That  iron-gray  is 
Billygoat,  who  has  been  judiciously  roped 
all  the  season  with  a  view  to  this  race. 
He  carries  ten  stone  eight;  his  owner  is  a 
well-known  peer,  whose  reputation,  whether 
social  or  sporting,  will  not  improve  upon 
scrutiny.  Mr.  James,  the  "professional" 
gentleman  jockey,  rides  him,  and  has  been 
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put  on  a  "monkey"  to  lialf-a-cro^\Ti  from 
his  noble  patron.  Billygoat  ran  nowhere 
to  Tomfool  at  about  even  weights  when 
the  latter  won  the  Grand  Handicap  at 
Croydon;  but  the  secret  has  pretty  well 
oozed  out  that  the  "  Goat"  was  not  meant 
that  journey,  and  few  now  would  care  to 
back  Tomfool  against  him  in  a  match  at 
even  weights,  still  less  now  that  he  receives 
ten  pounds  from  his  old  opponent.  In 
public  form  Billygoat  has  no  such  rosy 
chance  after  all;  but  previous  running 
counts  for  nothing  when  the  appointed 
time  has  come,  and  "money  makes  the 
horse  (or  mare)  to  go."  The  outlays  upon 
the  Goat  have  made  him  first  favourite, 
eclipsing  even  the  public  predilection  for 
Lord  of  the  Valley ;  and  all  the  sporting- 
prophets  in  the  newspapers  have  included 
Billygoat  ;par  excellence  in  their  selections  of 
the  six  favourites  "  to  win  and  for  a  place." 
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Here  comes  Bayonet  (ten  stone  thirteen), 
late  a  flat-racer  of  merit,  a  powerful  horse, 
who  had  finally  lost  his  best  dash  of  speed 
on  the  turf,  and  so  was  "  schooled"  by  his 
o^\Tier  to  do  new  duty  over  a  country. 
He  carries  tens  of  thousands  for  a  certain 
^'  clever"  division,  who  have  already  squared 
two  other  animals  with  fair  chances,  but  in 
the  same  interest,  and  which  are  therefore 
scratched  at  the  last  moment,  to  the  lamen- 
tation of  such  of  the  confiding  public  who 
have  sunk  capital  upon  them. 

Meteor,  the  winner  of  last  year,  comes 
past  next,  burdened  with  one  pound  less 
than  Lord  of  the  Valley — an  honest  but 
slight-framed  horse,  who  will  do  his  best 
to  the  last. 

Meyerbeer,  perhaps  the  premier  steeple- 
chaser in  the  world,  unless  this  forthcoming 
race  shall  betray  a  champion  to  eclipse  him, 
follows,  glorying  under  twelve  stone  ten. 
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the  top  weight  of  the  card — a  deep-girthed, 
lono^-stridino;,  slashino;  thorouo^hbred.  He 
seems  to  make  mere  child's  -  play  of  his 
welter-weight  as  he  canters  past ;  but  there 
is  a  limit  at  the  end  of  four  miles  and  a 
quarter  to  the  endurance  even  of  a  Meyer- 
beer. 

There  is  Buttercup,  perhaps  the  most 
perfect  fencer  in  the  field,  not  quite  tho- 
roughbred, a  picture  of  beauty,  but  better 
suited  to  a  "  cramped"  country,  with  a 
stiff  stake-and-bound  every  two  hundred 
yards,  than  a  racing  course  like  the  Aintree 
"  country,"  with  only  two  dozen  fences 
and  two  of  those  hurdle-flights  in  four 
miles  and  a  quarter.  His  weight,  eleven 
stone,  is  not  enough  to  stoj)  him ;  but  the 
pace  will  be  too  much  for  him  to  live  with 
it^all  the  way  twice  round. 

Tomfool  we  have  met  before. 

Charity  Boy,  the  good  thing  who  was 
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SO  rutlilessly  upset  by  the  former  at  Croy- 
don, is  having  another  essay,  a  hond-Jide 
one,  for  his  owner  has  a  high  opinion  of 
his  chance  under  ten  stone  nine. 

Lord  of  the  VaUey,  the  public  idol, 
comes  nearly  last,  behind  a  ruck  of  non- 
descripts, who  will  play  no  important  part 
in  the  coming  race.  His  lordship  is  on 
excellent  terms  with  himself,  and  his  coat 
and  condition  do  infinite  credit  to  the 
skill  and  patience  of  Peter  Mell.  Truly 
the  trainer  has  made  him  as  he  vowed — a 
stone -better  horse,  including  growth  and 
development,  than  when  he  won  the  Croy- 
don Cup  in  December. 

Now  they  come  do^^m  the  racecourse 
in  single-hie  canter,  and  take  the  lower 
hurdles  by  way  of  practice,  and  then  the 
medley  of  colours  streams  off  to  the  start- 
ing-post. 

Tomfool  making  the  running  as  usual ; 
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three  horses  have  refused  the  first  fence. 


and  another  stops  short  at  the  second  ob- 
stacle. No  one  ever  knew  Mary  Ann  re- 
fuse before ;  but  the  tone  of  the  market 
for  the  last  twenty-four  hours,  when  she 
receded  from  twelve  to  one,  taken  freely, 
to  thirty -three  to  one  offered,  was  very 
ominous  to  her  backers  who  stood  her 
on  the  strength  of  her  having  run  second 
last  year  with  the  same  weight  that  she 
now  carries,  a  year  older;  but  her  o^ner, 
a  "  clever"  man,  at  the  eleventh  hour  has 
changed  his  tactics,  and  stands  in  the  same 
swim  with  Bayonet;  he  had  hardly  the 
courage  in  cold  blood  t'o  scratch  her,  but 
she  is  just  as  safe  as  if  the  pen  had  gone 
through  her  name,  and  she  will  "  see  a 
better  day"  before  long. 

There  is  a  palpable  tail  even  now,  at 
the  end  of  a  mile  and  a  half,  Beecher  s 
and  Valentine's  Brooks  have  weeded-off  six 


112  THE  O.V.H. 

or  seven  aspirants  ;  a  broken  leg  and  a 
ricked  back  wiU  find  emj^loyment  for  the 
knackers  \  but  Tomfool  still  leads  all  a 
merry  dance  as  tliey  come  along  canal- 
side  into  tlie  corner  of  the  racecourse,  and 
then  reenter  the  "  country"  of  market-gar- 
dens for  the  second  round.  Meteor  is 
going  second ;  Billygoat  is  running  well 
up  to  his  bit,  and  "  Mr."  James  is  handling 
him  in  a  masterly  manner.  Lord  Peronett 
watches  them  through  his  glasses,  and 
thinks  that  he  will  about  land  his  care- 
fully-planned couio  this  time.  Lord  of 
the  Valley  and  Bayonet  come  side  by 
side  over  the  water,  and  the  public  can 
see  that  their  favourite  is  on  excellent 
terms  with  his  weight  and  his  adversaries. 
Twelve  ten  has  not  yet  stopped  Meyer- 
beer, though  the  plough  is  deep  and  hold- 
ing from  last  night's  deluge,  and  such 
heavy  going  must  tell  a  tale  upon  welter- 
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weights  before  they  reacli  the  racecourse. 
Meteor  is  close  with  him,  and  Charity- 
boy,  close  handy,  is  pulling  double  as  they 
charge  Beecher's  Brook  the  second  time; 
and  pace  is  becoming  too  much  of  a  good 
thing  for  Buttercup,  who  would  prefer  a 
close  country  at  Cardiff  or  Caermarthen. 

Along  the  canal -side  once  more,  and 
Tomfool  has  done  his  duty;  he  gradually 
comes  back  beaten  to  his  followers,  and 
Bayonet  and  Billygoat  rush  to  the  front ; 
Lord  of  the  Valley  at  their  girths ;  Meteor 
falling  away  under  the  improving  pace ; 
Charity -boy  closing  up,  and  Meyerbeer 
sticking  well  to  him. 

Bayonet  and  Billygoat  are  neck-and- 
neck  as  they  jump  into  the  racecourse, 
and  Lord  of  the  Valley  takes  hold  of  his 
bit  and  closes  gallantly  with  them  as  they 
settle  down  for  a  last  half-mile  of  little 
better  than  flat-racing.     Charity-boy  and 
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Meyerbeer  cannot  quite  make  up  leeway, 
but  if  anything  happens  to  the  leaders 
they  are  close  handy  at  their  heels. 

Bayonet's  flat -racing  powers  ought  to 
serve  him  now,  think  the  "clever"  divi- 
sion ;  Billygoat's  weight  is  all  in  his 
favour ;  Lord  of  the  Valley  comes  on  at 
their  girths,  but  they  have  already  stolen 
half  a  length  from  him,  and  Ralph  is  by 
no  means  sure  that  he  can  make  it  up 
again — not  yet,  anyhow ;  he  must  wait  till 
the  last  hurdles.  Four  miles  of  deep  and 
fast  going  at  twenty-five  miles  an  hour 
have  told  a  tale,  and  sifted  the  powers  of 
his  lordship ;  he  is  pretty  w^ell  told  out, 
though  the  other  two  are  about  as  far  gone 
as  he  is;  but  it  is  asking  a  five-year-old  a 
great  thing  to  give  away  his  year  and  a 
stone  weight  to  boot  to  two  such  animals 
as  Bayonet  and  Billygoat. 

As  they  charge  the  first  flight  of  hur- 


AINTEEE.  115 

dies,  Billygoat  pecks  the  top  of  them  in 
distress,  stumbles  on  landing,  and  in  an 
instant  has  lost  two  irretrievable  lenofths. 
Lord  of  the  Valley's  stride  covers  a  dozen 
feet  on  each  side  of  the  fence,  and  puts 
him  once  more  all  but  head  -  and  -  head 
with  Bayonet.  He  cannot  improve  his 
position  as  they  come  down  the  straight, 
nor  can  the  flat-racer  get  away  an  inch  from 
him,  and  spurs  are  clinking  ruthlessly  on 
each  side  as  they  come  stride -and -stride 
at  a  wearied  and  rapidly  reducing  pace, 
and  rise  at  the  last  flight  of  hurdles. 
Bayonet  ought  to  have  the  foot  of  the 
young  one  in  the  last  set-to  for  the  run 
in,  but  he  has]  not  been  taught  properly 
to  fence  when  tired ;  he  chances  this  last 
fence,  hits  it  hard  all  round,  and  carries 
it  down  with  him.  Lord  of  the  Valley, 
though  pretty  well  dead-beat,  has  been 
better    schooled,    and    he    barely   brushes 
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the  gorse  tops  as  lie  goes  over,  and  set- 
tles down  at  once  a  leno-tli  to  the  o^ood. 
Bayonet's  jockey,  Jack  Rosse  —  the  crack 
professional  of  the  day  —  pulls  his  horse 
together  again  in  a  masterly  way,  and 
sits  down  for  a  tussle ;  Ralph  takes  up 
his  whip  for  the  last  effort,  and  the  Lord, 
as  game  as  a  fighting  -  cock,  stretches  his 
neck  and  flagging  limbs  to  the  call  upon 
him,  as  the  whalebone  cracks  viciously  in 
time  and  tune  with  his  stride.  He  has 
never  been  fully  "  cross-examined"  as  to 
his  powers  till  now,  and  he  answers  the 
question  to  his  last  breath.  Jack  Rosse's 
finish  is  inimitable,  and  Bayonet's  speed 
shows  what  might  have  been,  had  he  not 
struck  the  hurdles  ;  but  he  cannot  get 
beyond  Lord  of  the  Valley's  girths.  The 
Grand  National  is  landed  by  half  a  length. 
Jemmy  Blake's  face  is  a  picture  as  he 
meets  Ralph   opposite   the   stand  to  lead 
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the  winner  back  to  the  enclosure.      The 
populace  cheer  for  the  money  they  have 
landed,  and  the  Ring  are  ominously  silent. 
Ruby  steals   up,    and   is   almost   in    tears 
as  he  sees  Lord   of  the  Valley  trembling 
from    head    to    foot;    his    haunch    weal- 
scarred,  and  his  flanks  blood-dri2:)ping  un- 
der the  last  stress  of  punishment.     Ralph 
is  nearly  as  much  beat  as  his  horse,  and 
reels  as  he  carries  his  saddle  to  the  scales. 
He  weighed  out  a  pound  overweight,  but 
mthout  declaration;   he  cannot  now  draw 
the  weight,  even  with  the  help  of  at  least 
a  pound  of  mud  and  water  that  is  clinging 
to  him.      The  audience  are  breathless  in 
that   stifling   room.      The  Bayonet   clique 
are  not  beaten  3^et.     "  Bring  Lord  of  the 
Valley's  snaffle-bridle!"  and  Ruby  himself 
holds  the  five-year-old  by  the  forelock,  and 
rubs  and  soothes  the  horse's  ears,  while  he 
trembles  with  anxiety  for  the  verdict  from 
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^vitliin.     The  bridle  turns  the  scale  by  an 
ounce. 

"All  right!"  says  the  clerk  of  the  scales. 
"All  right!"  is  echoed  out  m  the  en- 
closure, and  through  the  stand  and  ring; 
and  the  populace  cheer  again  for  another 
ten  minutes. 

"A  near  squeak!"  says  Ralph,  as  he 
bites  an  apple  a  la  Dick  Christian,  and 
takes  a  sip  of  brandy- and- soda.  "  I  did 
not  think  I  could  waste  another  two 
pounds  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  I  fan- 
cied I  had  drawn  myself  as  fine  as  I  well 
could  already." 

Ruby  comes  up  to  him  in  the  dressing- 
room,  as  he  gets  back  into  proper  attire. 

"  When  did  you  turn  up,  young  un  ?" 
says  Ralph.  "  I  looked  everywhere  for  you 
half-an-hour  ago." 

"Train  was  late.  I  only  got  on  to  the 
stand  as  you  came  round  the  second  time. 
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What  a  splendid  iinisli !"  and  Ruby  sits 
down  upon  a  saddle-bag,  and  looks  speech- 
less admiration. 

Then  he  continues. 

"  Did  you  hear  of  the  mucker  last  night 
in  the  'Varsity?  It's  old  Harry  to  pay,  you 
know !" 

"What  mucker?"  says  Ralph,  as  he 
pitches  his  silks  on  to  a  chair.  "  Proctors 
been  burnt  at  Martyrs'  Memorial  ?" 

"  No  such  luck  !  The  'Varsity  eight,  I 
mean;  did  not  you  get  Darrell's  tele- 
gram  i 

"  Never  heard  of  one ;  what's  up  ? 
Who's  sent  down  ?"  asks  Ralph  anxiously. 

"  Worse  than  any  sending  down.  Clay- 
ton had  a  dogcart  to  meet  him  at  Sand- 
ford  after  steering  long  course  yesterday; 
he  had  to  dine  out  somewhere;  and  Brad- 
shaw  had  a  sore  heel,  so  he  had  a  lift 
back   with    him.      Bradshaw   must   needs 
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drive ;  knows  as  much  about  it  as  a 
washerwoman.  So  they  came  a  cropper 
in  Kennington ;  got  the  wheel  in  a  drain- 
hole,  and  sent  Billy  Clayton  one  way  and 
Bradshaw  t'other !" 

^'Well?"  says  Ralph,  buttoning  his 
waistcoat. 

"  Well,  Bradshaw's  broke  his  collar- 
bone, and  Billy's  leg  is  in  two." 

"  It's  a  deuce  of  a  mucker  about  Brad- 
shaw, but  it  don't  matter  about  Billy,  that 
I  can  see ;  they  had  better  take  his  legs  off, 
and  he'll  weigh  a  couple  of  stone  lighter." 

"  Don't  talk  foolery.  You'll  have  to 
roAv  now." 

"  I  can't.  I  told  Darrell  I  had  given 
up  rowing  when  we  talked  it  over  last 
term." 

"  Then  you'll  let  Cambridge  walk  in ; 
there's  not  a  stroke  left  in  the  'Varsity  now 
that  Bradshaw's  done  for." 
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^'  What  a  common  ass  the  feUow  was  to 
meddle  with  reins  !"  is  all  Ralph's  reply. 

"  I've  a  letter  from  Darrell,  by  the  bye ; 
read  it  first. — You'll  come  down  at  once, 
won't  you?"  continues  Ruby  when  Ralph 
folds  up  the  epistle. 

"I  am  no  use.  I  haven't  been  in  a 
boat  since  last  college  eights,  and  it "s  only 
a  month  to  the  race.  Can't  get  fit  in  that 
time." 

"  You're  light  enough  already,  in  all 
conscience." 

"  Yes,  but  that  is  mere  wasting ;  my 
muscle  is  all  about  the  place.  I  should  have 
to  feed  up,  instead  of  doA\Ti." 

^'You'll  row  if  /  ask  you,"  says  Ruby 
peremptorily. 

^'  Didn't  you  steer  the  Eton  eight  before 
you  ever  rowed  in  it  ?" 

"  Yes ;  two  years  running.'* 

"  Then,  if  I  row,  you  11  have  to  steer  me." 
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"  Darrell  won't  have  me,  I  know.  Vig- 
nels  of  Waclham  is  steering  to-day." 

"They  might  just  as  well  hire  the 
monkey  out  of  the  Botanical  Gardens ; 
leave  it  to  me.  Darrell  doesn't  know  that 
you  ever  touched  rudder  -  lines ;  you  are 
never  seen  on  the  river.  Who  is  rowing 
to-day,  vice  Bradshaw?" 

"Some  warming-pan  or  other — Smn- 
fell,  I  think.  You  will  row  of  course? 
It  would  never  do  for  an  ex-president  to 
leave  the  O.U.B.C.  in  the  lurch  at  a  pinch." 

"  Come  on  and  see  Jemmy,"  says  Ralph, 
settling  into  an  overcoat ;  "  we'll  go  up  by 
the  next  train." 

"Two'underd  to  thirty  was  my  account 
with  you,  Mr.  Bacon,"  says  Peter  Mell  to 
the  Elephant  in  the  betting-ring. 

"  It's  a  bad  business,"  says  the  Elephant 
manfully,  hard  hit  by  the  late  fiat  of  the 
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judge.  "  You  don't  belong  to  Tattersall's, 
do  you?" 

*'  No,"  says  Peter. 

"Then  we'll  meet  and  settle  accounts 
at  the  Star  to-night.  I  never  does  a  ready- 
money  business  in  the  ring,  as  you  knows ;" 
and  the  Elephant's  book  being  as  good  as 
cash,  Peter  Mell  retires  perfectly  satisfied. 

"A  nigh  go,  it  wur  too,  by  all  accounts. 
Master's  no  call  to  go  a -risking  public 
money  like  that ;  a  puttin'  up  genehnen 
jocks  on  the  cracks  when  he's  got  a  pur- 
fessional  in  his  own  stable  ;"  and  Mr.  ]\Iell, 
"with  a  high  and  well -warranted  opinion 
of  his  own  powers  in  pigskin,  feels  even 
the  pleasure  of  robbing  the  Elephant  of 
two  hundred  pounds  by  Lord  of  the  Val- 
ley's victory  somewhat  tarnished  by  jealousy 
at  not  having  ridden  the  winner  himself. 

In  justice  to  Mr.  Mell,  let  us  make  a 
memorandum  that,  so  soon  as  he  had  "  col- 
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lared  the  swag"  from  his  Croydon  successes, 
he  sought  out  old  creditors  who  had  almost 
forgotten  him,  and  liquidated  defaults  of 
eight  years'  standing,  in  one  case  adding 
a  bonus  on  his  own  account,  where  the  only 
representatives  of  the  estate  of  a  once  well- 
to-do  bookmaker  were  a  widow  and  five 
squalling  children. 

"  You'll  have  the  Leamington  chase 
pretty  well  at  your  mercy,  even  with  a 
penalty,"  says  Lord  Sheffield  to  Jemmy  an 
hour  later  on  the  stewards'  stand.  His 
lordship  has  gone  a  "raker"  for  Lord  of 
the  Valley,  and  is  as  pleased  as  Punch 
with  himself  and  Mr.  Blake  also. 

"  My  ambition  is  satisfied.  Lord  of  the 
Valley  shall  never  sport  silk  again,  for  love 
or  money,"  says  Jemmy.  "I  can't  risk 
tarnished  laurels." 

And  Mr.  Blake  is  a  man  of  his  word. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

PUTNEY  TO  MORTLAKE. 

A  BRIGHT,  sunny  April  morning,  glass  high, 
Tvind  S.W.,  9  a.m.  ;  a  long  line  of  pedes- 
trians streaming  doA\Ti  the  Brompton  and 
Kensington  roads,  a  ceaseless  tide  of  cabs 
and  carriages  clattering  westward,  with  a 
pertinacity  creditable  to  the  Derby -day; 
banners  of  light  blue,  banners  of  dark  blue, 
banners  of  dubious  blue,  banners  of  half- 
and-half  blues,  hanging  helter-skelter  from 
every  pothouse  and  from  a  good  tithe  of 
the  private  houses  of  western  thoroughfares; 
and  haberdashery-windows  radiant  in  the 
display  of  bonnets,  ties,  scarves,  rosettes,  of 
the  rival  hues;    streamers  fluttering  from 
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the  licaci  of  every  nag  or  moke  upon  the 
move,  and  some  distinctive  badge  of  milli- 
nery or  haberdashery — light  or  dark  blue, 
according  to  fancy  or  sympathy  —  pro- 
minent upon  the  person  of  every  counter- 
skipper  out  for  the  spree. 

Kine-thirty ;  and  Hammersmith  Bridge 
has  long  been  impassable.  Carriages  have 
been  reduced  to  a  foot-pace  since  Turnham 
Green.  Far  back  into  Kensington  the 
block  extends,  and  so  on  over  the  bridge 
up  to  Barnes  and  Mortlake,  where  every 
available  inch  of  the  terrace  is  already 
preoccupied  by  carriages,  or  a  few  dummy 
conveyances  waiting  to  be  bought  out  of 
their  vantage-ground. 

Every  five  minutes  or  so  the  London 
and  South -Western  Railway  disgorges  a 
flush  of  some  hundred  sightseers  on  to 
Putney  or  Mortlake  platform.  Waterloo 
Bridge  has  long   ago  been  in  a  state   of 
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siege,  and  the  rush  and  crush  of  passengers 
has  swept  en  masse  to  the  ground  the  two 
extra  ticket-boxes  put  up  on  the  outside 
so  as  to  facilitate  the  distribution ;  and 
great  was  the  fall  thereof,  and  sudden  the 
scramble,  and  wary  the  gathering  of  loose 
coins  by  the  unscrupulous  on  the  alert. 

Ten  A.M.,  and  Putney  is  impassable, 
unless  for  a  slow  and  judicious  squeeze 
along  the  narrow  pavement.  From  over 
the  quaint  old  timber  bridge,  and  down 
the  High -street  with  equipages  from  the 
country,  two  sturdy  streams  of  traffic  meet 
at  right-angles,  and  jam  and  jostle  helter- 
skelter  up  the  narrow  alley  at  the  back  of 
Kelley's,  past  the  champion's  pul)lic-house, 
the  Bells ;  drivers  are  expostulating,  horses 
casually  kicking,  here  and  there  a  stray 
panel  stove-in  by  way  of  diversion,  Jehus 
blaspheming  each  other  for  variety  and 
interlude. 
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Here  come  the  steamers  —  confound 
tliem !  —  ploughing  down  Battersea  Reach, 
kicking  up  swell  enough  to  sink  a  decent 
wherry.  There  they  go,  drop  their  funnels, 
lie -to  off  the  pier,  the  well-behaved  ones, 
and  the  sinners  and  selfish  ones  sneak  on 
under  the  Fulham  shore  to  secure  a  good 
start  at  all  hazards,  and  raise  a  surf  to 
experimentalise  upon  the  sea-going  capa- 
bilities of  the  chefs-cVceuvre  of  Salter  and 
Searle. 

There's  the  old  "  Jupiter,"  as  usual, 
laden  to  the  gunwale,  swaying  like  a  por- 
j)oise,  with  a  cargo,  cheap  and  nasty,  of 
Wiitechapel  roughs,  who  Avill,  of  course, 
keep  the  race  waiting  half-an-hour  by  lying 
obstinately  straight  in  the  track,  rather 
than  not  have  a  good  start  in  front  of 
everything  else.  There's  the  Trinity-HaU 
flag,  and  Logan's  ;  there's  the  Brasenose 
steamer,  with  George  West  in  charge  ;   and 
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an  Exeter  boat,  and  Harvey  flaunting  the 
O.U.B.C.  flag;  and  the  "  Pdver  Queen" 
with  the  Thames  Subscription,  and  the 
London  Rowing  Club ;  and  a  couple  of 
vicious  tugs,  kicking  up  more  surf  than 
any  other  three ;  and  a  couple  of  private 
boats,  and  eight  or  ten  more  casual  cargoes, 
Citizen  this  and  Iron-boat  that. 

Ten-fifteen.  Time  draws  nigh.  Here's 
the  umpire's  boat  coming  up  to  the  pier, 
with  its  placard  staring  on  the  bows : 
this  is  the  sensation  cargo  of  the  lot. 
Country  squires,  ruddy  and  fresh  ;  London 
barristers,  grizzled  and  stern  ;  sturdy  par- 
sons, jovial  and  hearty,  grand  specimens  of 
muscular  Christianity  ;  the  thranitai  of 
the  past,  the  champions  of  olden  days, 
greeting  heartily  all  round,  fighting  old 
battles  over  again  on  this  their  day  of 
days,  or  anxiously  listening  to  the   latest 
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news  of  tlie  practice  and  training  of  their 
pets,  their  representatives  from  the  modern 
generation. 

Look  at  that  tall,  sloping-shouldered, 
bro^\Ti-bearded  thranite.  Few  record  his 
name  with  full  justice,  for  an  equally  great 
light  was  contemporary  with  him  for  much 
of  his  time,  and  had  a  year's  seniority  to 
•eclipse  him;  but  he  was  the  finest  oar  of 
his  time  on  either  river  —  perfect  form, 
untiring  reach,  thorough  science  in  all  his 
plans  and  actions.  Though  more  than  a 
decade  has  passed  since  he  led  the  way 
past  the  Ship,  yet  put  him  even  now  in  an 
outrigger,  he  will  sit  up  and  show  swing 
and  finish  that  vrould  make  him  a  goodly 
fugleman  for  the  present  generation  to 
follow. 

There  are  a  couple  of  No.  5  s  for 
you  !  —  six -foot -three  apiece,  and  fifteen 
stone  in  their  stockings.     They  would  not 
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care  to  go  into  training  again  now.  Their 
day  was  great,  but  it  lias  come  to  an  end. 
There's  a  quartett ! — all  of  one  colour  and 
one  flag,  mind  and  muscle  combined — at 
least  half-a-dozen  first  classes  and  a  stray 
second  or  two  to  their  joint  names.  That 
pale  one  of  them  was  facile  pnncei:}s  at 
cricket,  as  well  as  on  river  and  in  schools. 
The  two  other  most  gigantic  are  the  most 
celebrated  "  coaches"  of  the  day.  To  them 
and  their  skill  and  science  can  the  victories 
of  Oxford  be  mainly  traced.  Here  are  a 
couple  old  members  of  the  light-blue  op- 
position, known  high  in  tripos-lists,  as  vrell 
as  at  Henley  poplars  and  on  Putney  waters, 
and  as  now  on  circuit  and  in  King's-bench- 
walk ;  not  so  gigantic  as  their  predecessors, 
but,  take  them  all  round,  men  whom  you 
would  rather  shake  hands  with  than  fight 
with  on  compulsion,  whatever  might  be 
your  own  calibre.   There  are  two  who  have 
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ridden  straighter  and  rowed  harder  and 
more  races  than  perhaps  any  two  in  the 
pack.  Talk  of  Dr.  Skey's  lucubrations  and 
the  terrors  of  alarmists,  do  they  look  the 
worse  for  wear?  They  can  be  backed  at 
odds  to  dance  on  the  graves  of  any  twenty 
spectators  drawn  at  hazard  from  the  bank. 
One  of  them  went,  from  curiosity,  incognito 
to  a  leading  chest-doctor  of  the  metropolis, 
and  asked  to  be  "  sounded."  The  man  of 
medicine  tapped  him,  and  laughed  in  his 
face.  "  Was  he  nervous  ?  What  could 
have  made  him  waste  his  guinea?" 

One  more  sketch,  of  a  different  caste, 
yet  essential  to  the  exertions  of  the  giants 
as  a  jockey  to  a  Derby  favourite.  That 
small,  wiry,  hawk-eyed  little  man,  laying 
down  the  law  so  kindly  to  a  six-foot  friend ; 
— if  he  hadn't  physique  and  sinew,  he  had 
more  nerve  and  nous  than  any  trio ;  and 
records  still  tell  of  the  losing  race  he  stole 
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with  his  rudder-lines  from  the  fire  round 
the  fatal  Poplar  Point  at  Henley. 

Ten-thirty.  The  race  is  due  in  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour,  bar  delays.  Look  at  those 
horsemen.  What  chance  can  they  have  of 
getting  through  that  crowd?  The  whole 
tOw-path  for  nearly  five  miles  is  packed 
twenty  deep,  and  when  the  top  of  the  tide 
floods  the  lower  levels  of  the  causeway,  the 
British  populace  will  find  it  rather  moist 
under  foot.  Meantime  it  will  be  a  struggle 
for  life  between  them  and  the  cavalry,  who 
will  get  into  swing  half  a  mile  higher  up, 
and  go  through  the  masses  by  sheer  weight 
and  momentum,  till  they  come  to  a  lock 
with  the  carriao-es  down  to  the  water's  edo-e 
at  Barnes. 

"  Oxford  have  won  the  toss  again !"  is 
the  news.  What  luck !  Will  the  tide  never 
turn  ?     The  light  blues  at  the  windows  of 
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the  Star  and  Garter  look  do^vncast,  yet  de-' 
termined,  at.  tlie  evil  omen. 

The  dark  blues  have  been  scanning  the 
hurly-burly  below  them,  or  readmg  the 
comments  and  criticisms  upon  themselves 
in  the  morning  papers.  The  hand  of  Put- 
ney church -clock  points  near  the  fatal 
hour.  Come  on  to  the  London  Rowing 
Club  boat-house.] 

Here  are  the  old  trio,  Jemmy  in  centre 
in  the  neatest  of  paletots ;  Ruby  and  Ralph 
flanking  him  in  dark-blue  coats  and  spot- 
less white  below. 

''  That  work  on  Thursday,  when  we 
both  came  down  on  the  ebb,  is  enough  to 
give  us  a  line,"  says  Ralph.  "  I  don't  say 
we  are  good ;  but  anyhow,  they're  worse, 
that's  one  comfort.  Baines  is  a  fearful 
hog,  and  can't  do  much  work  beyond  thirty- 
nine  a  minute ;  so  it's  no  use  spurting  with 
him,   and   we   can't   well   afford   to   spurt 
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witliout  him.  I  hoped  Moor  would  have 
hammered  him  into  shape  by  now ;  but  he 
hasn't  half  improved." 

"  He's  an  honest  old  beggar,"  says 
Ruby ;  "  he  don't  tire ;  he  sticks  to  it  all 
the  way." 

''  I  think  they  all  do  that,"  says  Ralph. 
"  We  always  come  in  the  last  mile  better 
than  the  first,  and  I  knoY\^  Cambridge  have 
a  rotten  one  or  two  among  them;  they 
have  only  done  the  full  course  three  times 
in  the  fortnight." 

^'  Then  they'll  crack  when  it  comes  to 
a  finish,"  says  Jemmy  sagaciously ;  ''  but 
what's  the  line  you  had?" 

''  Wells  and  Moor  took  it.  The  others 
had  forty  minutes  the  best  of  the  tide,  and 
were  fifteen  seconds  longer  than  us.  We 
started  some  way  above  the  Ship  ;  so  the 
public  think  the  times  are  about  the  same ; 
but  we  are  right.     So  I  go  upon  that.    We 
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have  fifteen  seconds  to  the  good  somewhere 
or  other,  Heaven  only  knows  where.  I 
think  it's  in  the  last  mile  and  a  half.  Wells 
made  them  the  same  as  us  down  to  Ham- 
mersmith, some  seconds  the  quicker  to 
Chiswick  Church,  but  all  that  quarter  of  a 
minute  to  the  bad  by  the  aqueduct." 

"  We'll  break  their  hearts  somehow 
before  the  end,"  says  Ruby ;  "  it's  only  a 
question  of  biding  the  time." 

"  They're  a  neater  lot  to  look  at  than 
we  are,"  continues  Ralph ;  "  they  are  in 
first-rate  time,  at  all  events,  for  the  first 
quarter  of  an  hour,  till  they  get  pumped. 
And  you  know  Baines  is  a  sinner  t-o  get 
late,  unless  he  gets  a  bit  excited ;  then  he 
goes  into  the  other  extreme,  bolts  like  a 
rabbit,  and  is  half  an  hour  too  soon." 

"  Wlio  are  favourites  now  ?"  interro- 
gates Jemmy. 

"  We  are  still,  but  only  from  the  pros- 
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tige  of  having  won  before.  The  public, 
who  wouldn't  know  one  boat  from  another 
but  for  the  uniforms,  back  us  because  we 
won  last  year.  Those  who  know  a  little 
of  rowing,  and  can  see  that  Cambridge  are 
better  together  and  more  even  than  we  are, 
all  the  tide-way  amateurs,  are  on  them  ; 
and  last  of  all,  really  good  judges — so  I  say 
in  my  conceit  —  who  can  see  that  Cam- 
bridge clip  the  first  part  of  the  stroke  in 
the  air  instead  of  the  water,  get  short 
when  they  get  pumped,  and  can't  ^  stay' 
the  whole  course,  and  still  more  those  very 
few  who  can  judge  pace  as  well  as  style, — 
tell  me  it  is  a  certainty  for  us  if  we  don't 
get  off  too  fast  and  force  that  old  hog 
Baines  out  of  what  little  form  he  has  before 
he  has  got  his  second  wind.  So  don't  you 
funk  if  you  see  us  astern  at  the  Crab-tree. 
It  will  be  a  different  story  at  Chiswick." 
*'  First  through  Hammersmith  Bridge 
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lias  only  been  beaten  once,  and  tliat  was 
by.  Bagsliawe,"  says  Ruby,  wlio  lias  learnt 
old  records  by  heart  during  the  last  month. 
"  You  must  not  wait  too  long,  Ralph." 

"  Trust  me.  There's  Cambridge  launch- 
ing, and  Darrell  calling  to  us."  And  Ralph 
went  to  the  boat-house  door. 

"  Good-bye :  keep  your  tails  up,"  said 
Jemmy  as  he  shook  hands  with  Ruby,  and 
then  submitted  to  an  extortion  of  half- 
a- crown  ere  he  could  find  a  wherry  to 
convey  him  to  Lord  Yalehampton's  private 
steamer. 

"  How  exquisite  !  how  interesting  !" 
ejaculated  Lady  Diana  Page,  Lord  Shef- 
field's sister,  at  Jemmy's  elbow,  as  the  two 
crews  paddled  across  the  tide  towards  the 
starting  buoys.  "How  beautifully  they 
row!  —  all  together,  and  all  one  colour. 
Tell  me,"  said  she,  appealing  to  Jemmy, 
who,  with  Georgie  on  his  arm,  was  stand- 
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ing  by  a  paddle-box  ;  "  where  is  tbe  win- 
ning-post? Is  tbat  it?"  pointing  to  a  flag 
erected  at  the  end  of  the  Bishop  of  Lon- 
don's garden. 

"  Xo,  it  is  a  little  farther  off  than  that," 
replied  Jemmy ;  "  you  can't  see  it  from 
here." 

"  How  far  ?     Nearly  a  mile  ?'* 

*' About  four  miles  and  a-half,"  said 
Jemmy,  pulling  out  his  opera-glasses. 

"Four  miles  and  a-half!  How  fright- 
ful !  Won't  they  be  tired  when  they  get 
there  ?     Won't  it  be  exhausting  work?" 

"  Not  very ;  they're  in  good  condition, 
Lady  Diana." 

"  What  is  good  condition,  Mr.  Blake  ?" 

"  The  result  of  training." 

"  And  what  is  training  ?"  . 

"  Six  weeks  of  hard  work,  strict  diet, 
regular  hours,  and  self-denial." 

"  Dear  me,  how  interesting !"  and  her 
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ladyship  balanced  her  glasses  again,  and 
reconnoitred  the  boats  as  they  lay  across 
tide  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  off. 

"  Get  ready  ! — forward,  all ;  paddle  on," 
is  the  order  to  Oxford,  and  the  oars  rise 
and  fall  again  as  they  come  over  to  "  sta- 
tion." 

^'  I  don't  call  that  neat  paddling  for  a 
'Varsity  eight,"  said  Lord  Sheffield  critically, 
for  he  considered  himself  a  connoisseur  after 
having  done  duty  in  the  Monarch  at  Eton, 
though  at  Trinity,  Cambridge,  he  had  pre- 
ferred otium  cum  dignitate. 

''  It  is  not  so  good  as  it  might  be,"  said 
Jemmy,  who,  after  a  fresh  introduction 
from  Lord  Valehampton,  had  sunk  and 
ignored  the  curt  personalities  of  which 
he  had  been  lavish  on  the  Croydon  race- 
course ;  "  but  it  is  not  so  easy  to  sit  a 
boat  across  tide,  and  with  this  chopping 
steamer  swell   running   down   underneath 
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them."  But  he  had  his  misgivings  when 
he  saw  Baines's  elbows  sticking  out  at  right 
angles,  as  that  muscular  Christian  insisted 
upon  finishing  his  stroke  with  that  muscle 
which  is  the  ne  ijIus  ultra  of  most  novelists, 
but  which  is  the  most  useless  one  in  crea- 
tion except  for  sheer  gymnastics,  trapeze, 
and  pole  performances — and  mere  lumber 
to  an  active  and  scientific  boxer  or  oarsman 
— to  wit,  the  biceps. 

"Keep  your  elbows  to  your  side,  Xo. 
4,  and  try  to  finish  with  your  shoulders 
and  not  your  upper  arm,"  is  Ruby's  tho- 
roughly-hackneyed admonition,  as  Baines's 
dog-eared  elbows  become  painfull}'  awk- 
ward to  himself  and  the  rest  in  the  tossin^r 
swell  of  the  steamer-paddles. 

"  That's  more  like  rowing,"  is  Lord 
Sheffield's  opinion  as  Cambridge  come  out 
from  ofi*Simmonds'  yard,  the  oars  all  rising 
and  falling  with   strict  equality,   and   the 
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light  blue  giving  tliem  a  light  and  airy 
appearance  compared  to  the  dark  and  ap- 
parently more  massive  colours  of  Oxford. 
"  Those  fellows  rovf  in  time  and  s^\dng 
if  you  like,"  continued  the  critic ;  "it 
ought  to  be  six  to  four  on  them  instead 
of  against  them." 

''Time  is  not  everything,  though  I 
gTant  it  goes  a  long  way,"  hazarded  Jem- 
my; "but  if  you  look  closely,  you  will 
see  that  they  do  not  row  so  long  forward, 
or  get  such  a  good  hold  of  the  first  part 
of  the  stroke,  as  Oxford,  though  what  work 
they  do  is,  I  grant,  done  the  more  evenly 
and  together  of  the  two." 

"Not  get  hold  of  the  first  part  of  the 
stroke !  Very  good,  sir.  Look  hovv^  they 
fling  themselves  back  at  it !  Their  stroke's 
head  shakes  all  over  the  place  with  the 
jerk  as  he  lays  hold  of  it ;  it  is  almost  an 
exaggeration  of  watermen's  rowing."' 


PUTNEY  TO  :y[OETLAKE.  143 

"Just  SO,"  said  Jemmy,  as  Cambridge 
eased  in  front  of  tlieir  buoy  and  com- 
menced turning;  "but  ^dien  they  row  on 
again,  you  will  see  tbat  that  bit  of  theirs 
is  only  attained  by  rowing  some  distance 
in  the  air,  and  so  getting  an  impetus  on 
the  oar  before  it  reaches  the  water;  they 
lose  the  best  part  of  the  stroke.  Those 
Oxford  blades  drop  into  the  water  at  their 
full  stretch  back,  and  cover  a  good  foot 
more  of  water  behind  the  rowlock." 

"  rU  have  a  monkey  on  Avith  you,  and 
sink  the  odds,  since  we  each  fancv  our 
OAvn,"  said  Lord  Sheftield. 

"  I  don't  profess  to  bet,  still  less  such 
large  smns  ;  but  I'll  make  it  a  fiver  if  you 
like,  just  for  the  sake  of  standing  up  for 
my  old  University." 

"  Say  a  pony,"  pleaded  Lord  Sheffield, 
who  thought   it  was   hardly  worth  while 
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producing  his  betting-book  for  sucb  a  small 
amount. 

"  I'll  split  the  difference  and  make  it 
a  tenner  to  oblige  you,"  said  Jemmy  with 
complaisance  ;  and  as  half  a  loaf  was  better 
than  no  bread,  Lord  Sheffield  closed  with 
the  offer  and  booked  the  bet. 

"What's  the  matter?"  was  the  next 
interrogatory  of  the  company  on  deck, 
as  the  eights,  having  turned,  lay -to  and 
drifted  below  their  stations,  and  made  no 
effort  to  get  to  work. 

"  No  use  2:oino;  while  those  thino;s  lie 
in  the  light,"  explained  Jemmy,  pointing 
to  a  couple  of  miscreant  steamers  deeply 
laden  and  swaying  with  the  cream  of 
Cockneydom,  bustling  straight  in  front 
of  the  boats  to  make  the  most  of  a 
start,  and  throwing  up  a  swell  that  broke 
into  the  bow-side  oars  of  each  eight  as  it 
lay-to. 
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A  general  hail  of  ^'  Come  back !"  was 
raised  by  more  orderly  steamers  in  the 
rear  to  these  evil-doers  in  the  front.  Xot 
a  bit  of  it;  "Citizen  XYZ"  and  ''Iron- 
boat  194"  had  no  intention  of  surrender- 
ing vantage-ground  in  a  hurry.  What  odds 
to  them  if  the  race  were  delayed  an  hour, 
or  the  competitors  half -filled  with  the 
sewage  surf  of  dirty  old  Father  Thames  ? 
They  had  got  the  start,  and  meant  to 
keep  it. 

So  a  couple  of  wherries  of  inefiicient 
river -police  rowed  up  in  detail  to  the 
offenders  to  expostulate,  and  get  plenty 
of  Billingsgate  for  their  pains,  but  no  tan- 
gible benefit.  Then  the  umpire  tried  his 
hand  at  persuasion,  and  was  treated  with 
tacit  contempt.  Then  Lascelles,  the  Cam- 
bridge stroke,  paddled  his  boat  down  and 
attempted  remonstrance,  but  was  only 
laughed  at,   told   to   "row   on   if  he  was 
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a  man/'  and  ''there  was  notliing  to  be 
afeard  on." 

So  Darrell  and  Lascelles  confabulated 
across  tlie  water,  and  tlien  deliberately 
eacli  eight  paddled  straight  back  to  the 
boathouses  as  if  to  go  ashore,  and  tidings 
were  sent  to  the  ruffians  in  the  middle  of 
the  stream  that  unless  they  backed  astern 
within  five  minutes  there  would  be  no  race 
that  day. 

This  was  quite  a  different  pair  of  shoes. 
The  two  Presidents  looked  fully  in  earnest, 
and  the  angry  roar  of  the  disappointed 
British  populace  sounded  not  unlike  an 
omen  of  Lynch-law  for  the  evil-doers  if 
they  longer  spoiled  the  public  sjDort;  so 
slowly  and  sulkily  they  steamed  their  way 
astern,  and  thus  once  more  the  two  eights 
came  back  to  station. 

"A  provoking  delay!"  quoth  Lord  Shef- 
field, who  wanted  to  get  back  early  to 
Tattersall's  for  "  comparing." 
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"All  in  our  favour,"  said  Jemmy,  -wlio 
noted  that  the  tide  had  all  but  run  itself 
out,    and    little   more   than    a    drain   was* 
oozing  up  the  centre  of  the  stream;  "the 
race  will  last  three  minutes  longer." 

"  Oxford  have  the  station  again.  "What 
infernal  luck !"  said  Lord  SheiEeld,  as  the 
boats  ranged  alongside  of  each  other. 
"  How  many  times  running  is  it  that  they 
have  won  it?" 

"  It's  no  great  value  to-day,"  said  Jem- 
my. "  Tide's  almost  on  the  turn  ;  what 
little  stream  is  left  is  with  Cambridge." 

Searle  came  up  in  his  wherry  to  the 
sterns  of  the  rival  cutters. 

"Forward,  all  I"  What  horrible  ten- 
sion and  suspension !  There  go  his 
hands  up  aloft.     They're  off! 

V     "Why,    Cambridge     are    going    clean 
away  from  them  !"  says  Lord  Sheffield^  as 
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the  boats  shoot  by  the  rank  of  steamers, 
the  light-blue  flag  already  twenty  feet  to 
'the  fore.     "  That  Lascelles  has   got   some 
dash  about  him,  if  you  like  !" 

"  Cambridge  wins !"  roar  the  steamer 
cargoes  as  they  get  under  way,  and  charge 
helter-skelter  in  pursuit,  engineers  cauti- 
ously hanging  rope-fenders  overboard,  lest 
sides  should  be  stove-in,  as  the  hulls  jostle 
and  creak  and  crash  against  one  another 
in  the  hurly-burly.  ^'  Cambridge  wins !" 
echo  the  crowd  on  the  tow-path.  It  is 
light  blue's  turn  this  time,  and  public 
sympathy  is  mth  them. 

Only  passing  the  London  boathouse 
even  now,  and  Cambridge  half  a  length  to 
the  good ! 

"  Why,  that  fellow's  asleep  !  he's  no  life 
in  him !  t'other's  the  stroke !"  is  the  general 
comment  on  Oxford,  as  Ralph  swings  de- 
liberately and  methodically  forward,  hardly 
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more  than  thirty-seven  strokes  to  the  mi- 
nute, ^vhile  Cambridge  are  doing  a  good 
bit  the  other  side  of  forty  strokes  in  the 
same  time. 

Old  Baines  is  laying  himself  out  like 
an  honest  grampus,  but  he  is  very  ^vild; 
he  does  not  half  like  being  led  so  rapidly — 
not  that  his  eyes  are  out  of  the  boat,  but 
he  can  hear  the  rush  of  the  Cambridge 
oars  behind  him,  and  their  coxswain  sing- 
ing out,  "  You've  got  it  all  your  own 
way  !  Keep  it  long  !"  Good  need,  but  little 
avail,  that  last  stereotyped  caution. 

Oxford  seem  getting  a  rough  time  of 
it.  Bishop's  Creek  has  not  been  left  two 
hundred  yards  behind,  yet  Cambridge  are 
three-quarters  of  a  length  ahead,  and  still 
improving  their  position.  The  steamboats 
under  the  Fulham  shore  put  on  high  pres- 
sure, and  draw  up  to  the  boats.  Oxford 
in  the  rear  will  get  the  worst  of  this  as 
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the  paddles  suck  away  the  water  from 
tinder  them,  and  drag  them  back. 

"Are  they  clear?"  asks  Ralph  of  Ruby 
in  his  sv/ing,  as  they  shoot  under  the  first 
willoAv  of  Craven. 

"Not  yet,  I  think;  but  they're  going 
so  wide  round  the  corner." 

"  Don't  hug  too  close  ;  there's  no  tide 
in- shore.  Get  the  men  together;  I  can't 
quicken  till  they  settle."  And  Ralph,  with 
the  knack  of  talking  in  his  swing  between 
the  strokes,  is  as  cool  as  if  he  were  rowing 
a  solitary  trial  against  time. 

So  Ruby  slangs  the  whole  crew,  man 
by  man,  to  "  Keep  it  long,  6 !"  "  Get  well 
forward,  5!"  "Mind  the  beginning, 3!"  "Mind 
the  time,  4 !"  and  as  they  commence  the 
"shoot"  beyond  the  Point,  Baines  actually 
gets  into  time  and  an  approach  to  swing ; 
and  the  rest  of  the  team  lengthen  out,  and 
'Settle  down  to  a  mighty  sweeping  stroke 
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tbrougli  the  water,  as  Ralph  works  up  to 
thirty-nine  strokes  in  the  minute,  and  then 
increases  no  more. 

And  Lascelles  has  now  a  clear  lead, 
his  men,  to  all  appearance,  with  plenty 
of  go  in  them,  dashing  away  briskly  at 
the  stroke  in  good  heart  and  good  spirits. 

The  Crab-tree  is  passed,  and  there  is 
half-a-length  daylight  between  the  boats, 
and  Lascelles  hugs  himself  as  he  swings 
forward  in  his  second  wind,  and  feels  that 
he  has  turned  the  long  froward  tide  of 
ill-luck.  He  has  no  symptom  of  distress ; 
he  has  hardly  ever  known  such  a  feeling 
in  his  life,  and  he  judges  his  crew  by  his 
own  stamina  as  he  piles  on  a  new  spurt, 
and  has  a  length  clear  daylight  at  the 
Soap-works. 

"  Take  the  centre  arch,"  is  his  order  to 
his  coxswain;  "no  tide  in  the  Surrey 
shore !" 
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"  By  G — d !  they're  taking  their  water. 
Oxford  are  in  the  wash !"  exclaims  Lord 
Sheffield,  as  the  Cambridge  boat  sheers 
out  to  clear  the  steamboat  pier,  and  the 
long  rolling  wash  of  their  jumping  keel 
w^orks  more  and  more  into  the  centre  of 
the  stream,  till  off  the  Distillery  it  strikes 
up  the  side  of  the  Oxford  ship,  flushes 
into  the  stroke-side  rowlocks,  wets  all  the 
flannels  on  that  side,  tosses  the  boat  from 
side  to  side  with  its  cross  action,  sends  old 
Baines  s  feather  a  mile  over  his  head,  and 
his  oar  at  a  see-saw  with  all  the  rest. 

"  Keep  them  together,  Ruby !  keep 
them  together!"  says  Ralph,  for  the  first 
time  with  a  dash  of  anxiety  in  his  tone, 
as  he  feels  the  wash  and  its  results,  and 
the  weight  drags  upon  his  oar,  as  only 
two  out  of  the  three  on  his  side  are  in 
the  water  with  him.  But  he  keeps  up  his 
length  and  reach  at  all  hazards,  though 
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the  strain  for  the  next  minute  is  heavy 
on  his  shoulder-sockets,  and  the  respite  of 
second  wind  has  hardly  yet  fully  reached 
him. 

"  Cambridge  for  ever !"  is  the  chorus 
of  the  populace,  as  the  boats  shoot  Ham- 
mersmith Bridge  in  Indian  file  a  clear 
length  apart,  the  steamers  creaking  and 
groaning  as  they  drop  funnels  and  jostle 
each  other  wildly,  and  those  counter-skip- 
pers who  have  sported  dark-blue  rosettes, 
with  light-blue  in  reserve,  surreptitiously 
and  judiciously  effect  an  exchange  when 
they  witness  the  way  the  battle  is  going. 

The  agent  of  a  betting  clique  sees  the 
state  of  affairs,  slips  a  carrier-pigeon  to 
his  pals  to  "  tip"  them  to  lump  the  money 
on  light  blue,  and  chuckles  at  the  "  rob- 
bery" which  he  sees  on  the  cards.  Public 
feeling  is  unanimous  with  Cambridge — 
some    ultra -enthusiasts    even    attempt    to 
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raise  a  groan  and  hiss  for  Oxford,  as  they 
toil  behind  and  shoot  the  Suspension 
Bridge  and  its  myriads  of  white  glaring 
faces,  a  clear  length  to  the  bad,  wild  as 
hawks,  and  decidedly  out  of  form. 

The  Cantab  coxswain  sheers  to  the  left 
as  soon  as  he  clears  the  bridge,  and  for- 
gets the  back  eddy  of  the  pier.  Ruby 
keeps  on  more  in  mid -stream,  and  off 
Biffin's  the  vv^ash  has  again  cleared  his 
boat,  and  all  is  smooth-going — Cambridge 
wide  in  shore. 

"A  hundred  to  ten  on  Cambridge!" 
says  Lord  Sheffield,  as  he  puts  do^^Ti  his 
glasses  "svith  a  satisfied  air. 

"I'll  take  you!"  says  Jemmy  laconi- 
cally. 

"Well,  it's  long  odds,  you  know;  say 
hundred  to  twenty  !'^ 

"Done  with  you!"  says  Jemmy,  still 
looking  through  his  glasses,  and  Lord  Shef- 
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field  extracts  his  betting-book  to  make  a 
mem.  of  the  same. 

"They're  beaten,  are  they  not?"  says 
Georgie,  who  has  been  dead  silent  at 
Jemmy's  elbow  for  the  last  ten  minutes, 
and  now  looks  up  with  something  like  a 
whimper. 

"  Isoi  that  I  know  of,  child,"  says 
Jemmy.  "They  haven't  gone  half  the 
distance  yet.  Wait  ^ve  minutes  more;" 
and  he  hands  her  his  glasses. 

"That  fellow  Lascelles  is  taking  a  pull 
at  his  men  now  that  he  has  got  it  in 
hand,"  says  Lord  Sheffield,  as  the  boats 
remain  in  statu  quo  past  the  Doves  and  on 
to  the  Lead-mills. 

"More  like  they're  hanging  on  him," 
says  Jemmy. 

"  Why,  nonsense,  they're  rowing  as 
quick  a  stroke  as  ever  !'^ 

"  Just  so.     Forty-four  a  minute  can't 
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go  from  Putney  to  Mortlake;"  and  Jemmy 
consults  his  watch. 

"All  safe!"  says  Ruby,  as  they  reach 
the  tail  end  of  Chiswick  Eyot;  "we  are 
coming  up  fast." 

A  little  exaggeration  on  Ruby's  part, 
and  no  need  to  hocuss  Ralph,  who  is  as 
cool  as  ever  again.  True,  Oxford  are  now 
going  the  fastest  through  the  water;  but 
they  are  outside  in  the  river,  and  Cam- 
bridge for  a  mile  and  a  half  beyond  Ham- 
mersmith have  a  long  steady  curve  of  a 
semicircle  in  their  favour,  which  helj)s 
much  to  maintain  vantage-ground. 

Yet  there  is  no  doubt  of  it.  There  is 
only  half  a  length  daylighfc  at  the  top  of 
the  Eyot;  Oxford  are  improving  every 
yard;  Baines  is  in  time  again,  his  elbows 
not  more  than  six  inches  from  his  ribs  at 
each  finish,  and  the  old  sinner  whips  his 
oar  through  like  a  sledge-hammer,  as  he 
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once  more,  after  a  long  break,  hears  the 
splash  of  Cambridge  oars  by  his  right 
ear. 

"  We  must  have  the  inside  at  Barnes — 
they  are  making  a  push  for  it!"  says  Ruby 
hurriedly. 

"Watch  backs!"  says  Ralph  shortly. 

"Eyes  in  front  and  watch  the  backs!" 
takes  up  Ruby,  and  a  full  forty  a  minute 
are  instantly  going  in  the  Oxford  boat. 
Before  Chiswick  Church  is  cleared,  the 
Cambridge  rudder  is  jumping  scarcely 
clear  of  the  Oxford  flag. 

The  Cantab  coxswain  sees  his  failure, 
and  unable  to  cross  goes  back  to  his  own 
water,  and  gains  no  ground  by  it. 

Lascelles  can't  make  it  out,  he  is  far 
from  rowed  out  himself;  if  all  were  like 
him  Oxford  would  see  no  more  of  Cam- 
bridge this  side  of  the  Ship ;  but  he  has 
reckoned  without  his  crew. 
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He  must  win  that  inside  corner  at  all 
hazards;  his  boat  had  always  the  turn  of 
speed,  if  it  had  nothing  else,  he  thinks, 
and  he  piles  on  a  wondrous  spurt  to  draw 
a  clear  lead  once  more. 

Thrice  he  shoots  his  rudder  away  from 
the  dark-blue  flag;  thrice  the  crew  falter 
behind  him  under  the  hio;h-pressure ;  thrice 
Ruby  holds  up  his  hat  to  his  men,  and 
Ralph  works  up  to  forty-one  a  minute;  it 
is  neck  or  nothing;  but  Baines  is  warm 
to  his  work,  and  makes  no  mistake  this 
time. 

OiF  the  Duke's  bathing-place,  and  well 
into  the  wide  waste  of  Corney  Reach.  For 
a  third  time  Ralph  has  overlajoped  Las- 
celles,  yet  the  latter  has  another  spurt 
ready  if  his  men  will  take  it  up.  An 
ugly  barge  is  tacking  up  with  the  tide, 
making  for  the  Middlesex  shore,  dead  in 
the  track  of  Oxford.     To  go  behind  it  will 


PUTNEY  TO  MORTLAKE.  159 

be  to  foul  Cambridge ;  to  go  round  the 
bows  will  take  Oxford  into  the  biglit,  and 
lose  two  or  three  lengths.  But  Ruby  has 
his  wits  about  him,  and  steers  as  if  no- 
thing were  in  the  way.  The  barge  will 
be  gone  to  the  right  by  the  time  he  gets 
there :  if  it  is  not,  he  must  easy  a  stroke, 
and  still  lose  less  ground  than  if  he  went 
round  the  bows.  So  he  makes  the  best  of 
a  bad  job. 

"There's  a  smash  coming,  by  G — d  !'* 
says  Lord  Sheffield,  who  would  prefer 
Cambridge  to  mn  without  a  fluke. 

"Wait  a  bit,"  says  Jemmy  Blake.  The 
barge  drifts  sleepily  on :  Ruby  is  just  ready 
to  hail,  "  Draw  in  your  oars,  bow-side !"  but 
there  is  a  foot  to  spare.  Old  Baines  shakes 
his  head  as  the  black  shadow  looms  past 
him. 

"Well  done,  boy!"  says  Ralph,  as  he 
sees  what  has  passed. 
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"Well  done!"  murmurs  everyone  in 
the  fleet  behind. 

"  That  lad  has  handled  the  ribbons  be- 
fore," says  Lord  Sheffield  in  sullen  appre- 
ciation. 

Georgie  looks  up  to  read  Jemmy's  face. 

They  have  nearly  completed  the  shoot 
to  the  Middlesex  shore:  in  less  than  a 
minute  they  mil  commence  the  last  long 
curve  to  the  right.  The  pace  is  hotter 
than  at  the  start — something  must  crack 
before  long.  Flesh  and  blood  can't  stand 
such  locomotive  high-pressure. 

''It's  all  over!'^  says  Jemmy,  calmly 
and  caressingly  to  Georgie,  who,  a  hun- 
dred yards  behind  the  struggle,  can  hardly 
make  out  clearly  the  merits  of  the  race, 
but  still  sees  to  her  sorrow  Oxford  astern. 

"What  is  all  over?"  she  asks,  prepared 
for  the  worst. 
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"The  race,  cliilcl!"  putting  up  his 
glasses  with  ostentatious  deliberation. 

"Is  there  no  chance  for  us?"  she  asks 
piteously. 

"  No  chance  ?  Why,  we  have  got  them 
dead  licked.  Cambridge  oars  are  going 
like  a  peal  of  bells." 

Hardly  fair  on  Mr.  Blake's  part;  but 
he  must  be  pardoned  for  exaggerating  in 
his  satisfaction. 

One  of  the  bowside  of  the  light  blue  is 
getting  wofully  short,  doubling  over  his 
oar,  and  late  after  all  the  rest;  and  one 
stroke  side  feather  is  helplessly  high;  but 
they  still  stick  manfully  to  their  work,  and 
struggle  like  fiends  to  hold  that  dearly- 
bought  lead. 

"Those  Oxford  men  have  been  licked 
long  ago,  but  they  will  not  know  it,"  says 
Lord  Sheffield. 

VOL.  III.  M 
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"Just  so,'^  says  Jemmy,  who  finds  tliat 
he  must  pull  out  his  glasses  again.  "So 
were  we  at  Waterloo." 

"However,  Cambridge  are  still  their 
OA^Ti  length  to  the  good  ;  and  even  if 
they  are  level  in  the  last  quarter-mile, 
they  must  win  for  speed  in  the  run  in  ;" 
and  Lord  Sheffield  consoles  himself  ^s^ith 
his  theory. 

"  I'll  lay  you  a  hundred  even  they 
don't  win !"  says  tFemmy  sharply,  scared 
out  of  his  due  propriety  and  horror  of 
gambling  in  his  hot  enthusiasm. 

"Well — no,  thank  you;  I  think  I  have 
enough  on  already  f  and  Lord  Sheffield 
once  more  nervously  adjusts  his  glasses. 

"  Oxford  are  coming  with  a  rush  now; 
look  !"  say  the  audience  behind,  as  dark 
blue  come  up  hand-over-hand,  while  they 
swing  round  below  the  Bull  s  Head,  in  full 
view  of  the  crush  of  carriages  and  horse- 
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men,  and  of  tlie  myriads  that  throng  house- 
tops and  balconies  along  the  whole  line  of 
Barnes-terrace. 

Not  a  bit  of  it  I  Oxford  are  already 
at  full  stretch,  and  can  go  no  faster;  but 
can  they  still  stay  on  ?  Cambridge  have 
cracked.  That  last  gallant  rush  of  Las- 
celles  has  broken  them  up.  They  have  been 
romng  little  better  than  six  oars  for  the 
last  hundred  yards.  Oxford  swing  up  level 
to  them  at  the  Bull's  Head,  and  Ralph  can't 
restrain  a  glimpse  at  Lascelles  as  he  collars 
him.  For  another  last  eiFort,  for  six 
strokes  more,  it  is  a  neck-and-neck  race; 
then  all  is  over :  even  Lascelles  is  wearying 
and  flaofrino:  under  the  extra  strain ;    the 

CO        O  ' 

rest  of  the  crew  are  all  to  pieces  —  there  is 
nothing  left  them  but  their  pluck ;  it 
cannot  save  defeat,  but  it  defies  disgrace, 
as  still  they  struggle  on.  Oxford  shoot 
past  them  man  by  man.     They  have  shot 
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-clear  as  they  dash  under  Barnes  Bridge. 
Ralph  has  settled  down  again  to  a  slower 
stroke ;  but  daylight  appears,  and  the  gap 
^grows  wider  and  wider  as  they  leave  the 
White  Hart  behind  them. 

"All  over!"  says  the  discriminating  Bri- 
tish public,  always  ready  to  cheer  victory 
on  either  side,  and  who  have,  after  two 
changes,  come  back  to  the  same  opinion 
with  which  they  saw  the  boats  prepare  for 
the  start;  and  once  more  the  roar  of  en- 
thusiasm declares  for  Oxford,  for  having 
redeemed  early  shortcomings  below  Ham- 
mersmith by  one  of  the  most  wondrous 
stern-races  on  record. 

''  I  hope  you  are  satisfied  now,  Geor- 
gie,"  says  Jemmy  Blake,  as  the  race,  such 
as  is  left  of  it,  swings  round  to  Mortlake; 
and  she  looks  up  and  laughs  in  his  face. 

*'  There's  the  Ship,"  points  out  Jemmy 
to  her,  as  they  cpme  farther  and  farther 
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round  the  curve,  and  the  view  is  widened 
to  all  of  them. 

Hard-set  and  fine-trained  though  Ox- 
ford are,  there  is  not  one  but  feels  the 
tax  of  that  late  fearful  struggle  to  save 
the  cross  in  Corney  Reach,  and  the  slack- 
ened stroke  at  Barnes  Bridge  was  most 
luxurious  to  the  toughest  of  them. 

Baines  feels  justified  at  last  in  taking 
the  liberty  to  let  his  eyes  wander  from  the 
back  in  front  of  him  as  the  turrets  of 
Mortlake  Brewery  loom  past  his  right 
shoulder,  and  he  knows  that  there  is  but 
a  minute's  more  exertion  left.  Beer  and 
skittles,  corn  and  clover,  for  him  now  for 
a  long  time  to  come. 

"  Eyes  in  the  boat,  there !"  snaps  Ruby, 
lynx-eyed ;  and  the  abashed  Baines  returns 
his  thoughts  to  the  last  stern  realities  of  the 
finish. 

"  Now  then,  reach  out!     Take  her  in^ 
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all  of  you!  Let  them  see  that  you  ain't 
a  bit  pumped."  And  the  boat  dances 
over  the  tide -way  for  the  last  twenty 
strokes,  while  cannons  boom  and  the  roar 
of  the  multitude  swells  up  the  reaches  to 
Richmond,  till  old  Jack  Phelps,  in  his 
flag-boat,  gives  his  flat,  ^'  By  three  clear 
lengths." 

"  All  over  now !  Clothe  up.  Turn  the 
boats,  and  paddle  back  to  Putney." 

Hard  training  recovers  even  the  ultra 
distress  of  the  losers  sufficiently  for  this 
before  ten  minutes  have  elajDsed. 

Look  at  them  now.  As  they  swing 
down  upon  the  fast-falling  ebb,  faster  be- 
cause that  they  spurted  up  upon  slack 
water,  Oxford  are  romping,  rolling,  and 
larking  hilariously.  Baines  has  already 
caught  two  crabs  since  the  White  Hart, 
to  atone  for  having  behaved  himself  in 
the  race.      Cambridge,  sad,  subdued,  and 
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silent,  are  moving  once  more  in  that  per- 
fect time  and  even  feather  mth  which  they 
started, — the  neatest  of  the  two  to  look  at ; 
and  so  the  victors  think  as  they  pause  and 
look  at  the  rivals. 

"  We  can't  have  been  so  dusty,  after 
iill,  to  have  licked  such  a  lot  as  that." 

Now  for  a  crush  and  a  medley  to  get 
hack  to  town  for  the  next  four  hours. 
You  good  people  of  the  audience  have 
«een  all  you  want,  and  are  about  as  much 
the  Aviser  as  nine-tenths  of  the  mob  who 
go  to  Epsom  Downs  to  get  fuddled  on  a 
Derby -day;  half  of  you  even  now  are 
under  the  delusion  that  the  two  scratch 
eio^hts  of  London  Eowino;  Club  and  Lean- 
der  Juniors,  who  paddled  past  you  a  minute 
ago,  were  the  University  eights  on  their 
homeward  journey,  and  cheered  them  ac- 
^cordingly,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  flat- 
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terecl  t}TOS.  So  long  as  you  are  pleased, 
so  are  we ;  you  have  paid  your  money  for 
your  spree,  and  are  quite  welcome  to  your 
choice. 

A  few,  the  thranit^e,  will  stay  behind 
to  condole  with  the  losers  and  congratulate 
the  victors,  to  join  the  sociality  of  the 
lunch  and  the  revelry  of  the  banquet  at 
evening. 

So  Jemmy  Blake  hurries  Lord  Vale- 
hampton's  steamer  back  to  Putney  Pier, 
and  meets  Ralph  and  Ruby  in  full  radi- 
ance as  they  push  their  way  from  the 
London  Boat-house  through  a  medley  of 
costermongers,  counter-skippers,  and  gene- 
ral admirers,  who  try  all  round  to  shake 
them  by  the  hand  and  pat  them  on  the 
back.  "  Well  done  !"  is  all  he  says,  but 
the  tone  is  quite  enough.  Ruby  looks  as. 
demure  as  if  butter  wouldn't  melt  in  his. 
mouth. 
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As  tliey  pass  under  the  Star  and  Garter, 
Jemmy  says : 

*'  Come  on  board Valehampton's  steamer 
for  a  second,  Ralpli  ;  your  sisters  and 
Georgie  want  to  see  you;  they  told  me 
to  bring  you  to  be  looked  at;  and  there's 
plenty  of  champagne-cup  on  board." 

"Not  for  a  hundred,"  says  Ralph.  "  I 
shan't  drmk  or  mix  my  liquors  till  I  get 
to  limch  at  Mr.  Phillips'.  One  can't  be 
too  careful  after  a  bucketing.  One-fourth 
one's  usual  standard  of  liquor  would  upset 
me  now." 

"Never  mind  the  liquor,  then,  but 
come  and  see  the  girls;  they  are  dying 
to  meet  you." 

"  They'll  live  till  the  afternoon,  I  think. 
I  ain't  going  to  be  mobbed  now,  at  all 
events.  I  sleep  at  Uncle  Valehampton's,  so 
I  shall  see  them  all  as  I  go  in  to  dress  for 
dinner.     You  got  that  ticket  for  the  din- 
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ner,  did  you  not  ?  I'll  meet  you  in  Willis's 
Rooms  at  seven.  Make  my  excuses ;"  and 
he  dragged  Euby  off  to  the  Wliite  Lion. 

"  You  are  a  better  judge  than  I  am, 
Mr.  Blake,"  said  Lord  Sheffield,  as  he  filled 
up  a  cheque  for  a  hundred  and  ten  in  the 
saloon  while  they  steamed  home  down 
Chelsea  Reach. 

"  I  haven't  done  such  a  thing  for  ten 
years,"  said  Jemmy  blandly,  as  he  pocketed 
the  spoil,  half  ashamed  of  it.  "  I  am  ex- 
tremely sorry  that  I  should  have  broken 
my  rule  like  this  to  your  detriment;"  and 
Lord  Sheffield  shrugged  his  shoulders  and 
smiled  a  congratulatory  remark  as  they 
ran  under  Pimlico  Pier. 

"Jemmy,  you  shouldn't  bet  like  that; 
I  was  quite  ashamed  of  you,"  said  Georgie, 
when  they  had  chartered  a  cab  to  Eaton- 
place. 

"  It's  very  funny ;  I  haven't  done  such 
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a  thing  since  I  was  at  Oxford ;  but  I  was 
obliged  to  back  my  opinion  to-day,"  he 
pleaded  apologetically. 

"You  must  not  do  so  again;  you  won't, 
will  you?"  she  added,  half  dictatorially,  half 
in  entreaty. 

"  Not  if  you  don't  like  it,  child ;"  and 
Jemmy  groaned  in  spirit  as  he  glanced  at 
the  little  pink  cherub -face  upturned  at 
him.  "  You  shall  have  the  cheque,  and 
do  what  you  like  with  it." 

"  I  won't  touch  the  horrid  thing — yes, 
I  will ;  you  shall  cash  it  first,  and  then 
bring  it  to  me,  and  send  it  to  the  Bishop 
of  London's  Fund  as  a  gambler's  conscience- 
money." 

"  I'm  no  gambler,  really,"  said  Jemmy, 
by  no  means  flattered  at  the  nom  de  illume 
suggested  for  him. 

"  All  speculation's  gambling,"  said  Geor- 
gie   authoritatively;    ''you'll  do   it,  won't 
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you?"  and  Jemmy  checked  tlie  cab  and 
bade  the  man  drive  straight  to  the  London 
and  Westminster  Bank. 

"  There  is  your  plunder,  young  one," 
he  said  with  a  smile,  as  they  landed  at 
Eaton -place;  "send  it  where  you  like." 
And  he  went  to  hunt  for  some  lunch  with 
a  first-class  appetite. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

APRIL  VERDURE. 

Mr.  James  Blake  sat  over  his  break- 
fast at  150  Eaton-place,  on  the  following 
Monday.  Georgie  and  Ruby  flanked  bim, 
the  former  presiding  at  the  urn,  the  latter 
deep  in  the  Times  account  of  the  boat-race; 
the  M.F.H.  unravelling  correspondence. 

A  large  official  document  informed  him 
what  he  knew,  by  private  information,  on 
the  Sunday  afternoon — to  wit,  that  the 
appeal  which  he  had  lodged  against  the 
result  of  the  late  East  Valeshire  election, 
had  been  allowed  by  the  committee  ap- 
pointed to  report  upon  it;  that  they  had 
unseated  Mr.  Cook  for  bribery,  corruption, 
and  informality,  and  installed  in  his  place. 
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after   due   scrutiny,   Mr.   James   Blake   of 
Vale  House. 

Two  or  three  irrelevant  business-letters 
followed  in  succession.  Then  Mr.  Blake 
paused,  as  was  his  custom,  to  contemplate 
the  superscription,  and  attempt  to  divine 
the  author,  of  the  letter  which  he  next  took 
in  hand  before  he  should  break  the  seal 
and  so  solve  the  problem  for  himself. 

The  postmarks  were  of  but  little  use  to 
him;  the  letter  had  originated  from  Lon- 
don, had  gone  do'svn  to  the  Old  Vale,  and 
thence  followed  him  on  Saturday  back  to 
his  chambers.  His  guardian  there  in 
charge  had  sent  the  epistle  to  Eaton-place 
that  same  morning.  The  hand^vriting  was 
unknown  to  him — apparently  a  plain,  mat- 
ter-of-fact-looking gentleman's  handwriting, 
written  with  a  quill,  and  not  the  least 
savour  of  "  business"  about  it. 

Mr.  Blake  could  guess  nothing,  so  he 
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broke  the  seal,  and  opened  his  eyes  wider, 
and  clenched  his  teeth  viciously,  as  he  ran 
over  three  pages  of  note-paper.  Ruby  was 
still  immersed  in  the  Times;  Georgie  was 
studying  the  official  document  from  West- 
minster which  Jemmy  had  handed  to  her; 
neither  noticed  his  look  of  horror  as  he 
proceeded,  and  each  looked  up  in  sudden 
astonishment  to  hear  him  at  last  exclaim 
in  literal  agony — 

*'  God  ha  mercy  on  us !  what  an  a\\^ul 

go!" 

"  What  is  it,  Jemmy  ?"  was  the  mutual 
and  simultaneous  interrogatory;  and  Jem- 
my sat  back  in  his  chair  with  the  air  of  a 
man  determined  to  face  the  worst  to  its  ut- 
most, as  he  handed  Georgie  the  following : 

"17  Lowndes-square^  S.W, 
"April— th. 
"  Dear  Sir, — My  daughter,  like  a  dutiful 
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cliilcl,  confided  to  me,  on  lier  arrival  here, 
tlie  substance  of  your  conversation  with 
lier  on  tlie  night  of  February  the  15th, 
and  also  told  me  the  intention  you  had 
then  announced  to  her  of  writing  to  myself 
a  formal  proposal  for  her  hand  so  soon  as 
she  should  have  arrived  in  town. 

''  I  need  not  say  that  no  communication 
from  yourself  has  ever  reached  me. 

''If  this  is  the  result  of  misunderstanding 
on  your  part,  or  miscarriage  on  that  of 
the  postal  authorities,  you  will,  I  feel  con- 
fident, be  gratified  to  be  relieved  of  the 
suspense  under  which  you  yourself  must 
have  so  long  been  painfully  labouring,  by 
my  thus  waiving  ceremony  and  taking  the 
initiative  in  communication. 

"  If,  however,  as  I  should  be  loth  to 
believe,  you  have  been  cruelly  and  unscru- 
pulously trifling  mth  the  feelings  of  a 
confiding   and   affectionate-minded   girl,    I 
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should  feel  disposed  to  treat  the  affair  with 
the  silent  contempt  it  merits,  were  it  not 
that  the  distress  of  mind  under  which  my 
daughter  is  labouring,  to  the  endanger- 
ment  of  her  health  and  strength,  prompts 
me  indignantly  to  ask  by  what  right  you 
could  presume  to  play  fast  and  loose  with 
a  young  lady  s  affections,  and  that  young 
lady  my  OAvn  darling  daughter. 

"  Awaiting  the  favour  of  a  reply,  I  have 
the  honour  to  be 

"  Your  obedient  servant, 

"  Henry  Treherne  Vane. 

"  To  James  Blake,  Esq. 

"  Old  Vale  House,  Ashton.'' 

If  Jemmy's  face  had  been  worthy  of 
Kean  as  he  Avaded  through  this  document, 
Georgie  Warren's  would  have  been  an  in- 
valuable study  for  Miss  Bateman  as  Leah, 
as  she  in  her  turn  came  to  the  end,  and 
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put  the  coup  de  grace  to  her  horror  by 
reading  the  signature. 

Then  she  laid  the  letter  do^vn  mth 
forced  deliberation,  and,  without  another 
word  or  look,  rose  and  walked  straight  out 
of  the  room. 

Ruby  looked  at  Jemmy  for  explanation 
— Jemmy  pointed  speechless  to  the  letter, 
and  Ruby  took  his  turn  at  it,  and  then 
said: 

"  Clara  Vane,  hey !  I  thought  you 
were  horrid  thick  with  her  that  night  at 
your  o^vn  house.  So  you've  been  and 
gone  and  done  it.  Jemmy?" 

"My  God,  Ruby!"  shouted  Jemmy, 
his  indignation  getting  the  better  of  his 
propriety  and  usual  piety,  "  do  you  think 
for  a  moment  that  I  ever  proposed  to  the 
young  woman  ?" 

"  Not  if  you  say  you  didn't,"  said  Ruby 
quietly,  and  half  apologetically ;  "  but  what 
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did  you   say  that   she    could   have   inter- 
preted in  that  way  ?" 

"  Heaven  only  knows !  Hold  hard ;  give 
me  the  letter  again;"  and  Jemmy  pored 
over  it  for  a  minute  in  perplexity,  then, 
thumping  the  table  and  drawing  a  cup  of 
hot  tea  into  his  lap,  he  exclaimed — - 

"The  15th!  that  was  the  day  of  Lady 
Kenilworth's  ball!" 

"  The  hal  masque  T  asked  Ruby. 

"The  beastly  thing!  I  had  sworn  at 
first  I  wouldn't  go.  0  Lord!  0  Lord!" 
and  Jemmy  laid  his  head  on  his  hands  to 
cogitate  upon  his  conduct  that  night  to  the 
masks  with  whom  he  had  danced. 

He  had  made  himself  more  agreeable 
than  usual — he  could  not  deny  that — for, 
imprimis,  he  was  incognito,  and  secondly, 
Georgie  had  made  him  feel  so  thoroughly 
pleased  with  himself,  that  he  gave  all  his 
partners   the   benefit   of  his   good-humour 
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and  high  spirits ;  but  he'd  be  hanged  if  he 
had  committed  himself,  or  anything  like  it! 
He  was  above  that  sort  of  thing;  and  in 
a  jDublic  place  like  a  ballroom,  too !  Nor 
had  he  given  any  clue  by  which  anyone 
else  could  have  divined  his  identity;  he 
didn't  think  that  Georgie  had  even  called 
him  audibly  by  his  name,  his  mask  had 
never  slipped,  he  had  not  taken  oiF  his 
gloves,  no  one  could  have  had  a  chance 
of  seeing  the  scar  of  that  broken  knuckle 
of  his.  No ;  he  had  a  clear  conscience ; 
he  never  knew  she  had  been  there,  or,  bv 
Jove,  he  would  not  have  gone.  He  didn't 
believe  he  had  danced  with  Clara  Vane  at 
all;  there  was  no  mistaking  her  gabble  all 
the  world  over,  and  she  could  have  had  no 
clue  to  him — not  a  bit  of  it;  some  other 
chap  had  taken  his  name  in  vain  and  played 
the  fool  with  her ;  rot  him !  he'd  break  his 
neck  short  oif  if  he  could  trace  him ! 
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And  then  Mr.  Blake  sat  up  again  and 
recapitulated  his  thoughts  and  conclusions 
to  Ruby. 

"  I  see,"  said  Ruby  sagely.  "  Old 
Vane's  got  the  wrong  sow  by  the  ear." 

"  Why,  hang  the  man !"  broke  in 
Jemmy,  "  whatever  I  may  have  possibly 
•said  that  a  fool  of  a  girl  may  have  con- 
strued the  A\Tong  way,  at  least  I'll  swear 
that  no  girl  that  night  said  a  word  about 
her  governor,  nor  I  about  ^vriting  to  hers. 
'That  clenches  the  case !"  and  Jemmy,  with 
^  tone  of  relief,  turned  to  mop  up  the  tea 
that  had  been  soaking  into  his  trousers. 

"And  what  made  Georgie  bolt  like 
that  ?"  was  Ruby's  next  query. 

"  "  Clara  Vane  is  a  great  friend  of  hers. 
I  suppose  she  thought  herself  aggrieved 
by  my  having  jilted  an  ally  of  hers,"  said 
Jemmy  meditatively,  but  by  no  means  can- 
•didly.     A  new  light  seemed  to  dawn  upon 
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him,  and  if  tlie  truth  had  thus  been  brought 
to  the  surface,  he  would  forgive  and  bless 
Clara  Vane  to  the  end  of  her  days  for 
having  been  the  means  of  betraying  it. 

No;  and  Jemmy  pondered  again;, 
Clara  Vane  may  have  been  an  ally  of 
Georgie's,  but  "  uncle"  Jemmy  was  always 
a  still  greater  one;  whatever  may  have 
been  the  latter's  faults,  Georgie  would 
always  have  sided,  he  was  sure,  with  him 
against  Clara,  or  against  any  young  woman 
in  the  world.  Not  it:  there  must  be  a 
deeper  -  rooted  motive  than  that,  though 
Georgie  would  not  doubtless  confess  it 
even  to  herself.  Things  looked  brighter 
than  for  many  a  day.  And  he  poured 
himself  out  a  fresh  cup  of  tea,  and  took 
a  bite  at  his  rasher  of  bacon. 

"  And  you'll  stick  to  it  that  you  don't 
mean  to  marry  her?"  asked  Ruby. 

"Not   marry  her?    Who?"  exclaimed 
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Jemmy,  off  his  guard,  and  nearly  letting 
the  cat  out  of  the  bag. 

"  Clara  Vane,  I  suppose,  unless  there 
are  a  brace  of  them." 

"Clara  Vane?  God  forbid!  She  has 
got  tongue  enough  for  ten.  She  may  be 
an  excellent  and  affectionate  young  woman; 
but —  wouldn't  touch  her  with  the  end  of 
a  barge-pole."  And  Jemmy  bolted  his 
fresh  cup  of  tea,  stuck  a  crust  of  dry  toast 
in  his  teeth,  and,  kicking  over  his  chair, 
announced  his  intention  to  "go  and  have 
it  out  at  once  with  old  Vane." 

And  he  left  Ruby  there  and  then, 
though  it  was  not  yet  10  a.m. 

Mr.  H.  T.  Vane,  M.P.,  had  the  nous  to 
keep  from  his  daughter's  inquisitive  eyes 
the  card  which  Mr.  Blake  sent  in  to  him, 
and,  quitting  his  breakfast,  at  once  pre- 
pared for  battle  in  his  study. 
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"  It  is  unfair  to  tackle  a  man  unawares, 
and  fasting,"  he  thought,  as  he  left  his  grill 
to  grow  cold  and  clammy  ere  his  return ; 
but  he  did  not  shirk  his  duty,  and  he  shut 
the  door  behind  him  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  is  determined  to  "know  the  reason 
why." 

Jemmy  took  stock  of  him  with  a 
thoroughly  theatrical  scan — from  forehead 
to  toes,  from  toes  to  forehead  again — and 
then  promptly  opened  fire  with,  "This  is 
a  pretty  kettle  of  fish,  Mr.  Vane !" 

"Eh?"  said  Mr.  Vane,  staggered  at  the 
Qutset  by  such  a  way  of  looking  at  the 
business. 

"  This  is  a  pretty  mess  that  Miss  Vane 
has  got  me  into." 

"A  pretty  mess,  sir!  got  you  into,  Mr. 
Blake !  You  speak  as  if  you  were  the  suf- 
ferer by  this  conduct,  and  not  my  child ! 
May  I  ask  what  are  your  intentions  ?" 
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"  Certainly,  sir,"  said  Jemmy,  in  liis 
blandest  tones,  reflecting  that  he  had  not, 
so  far,  been  very  explicit. 

"Will  you  take  a  seat,  sir?"  said  the 
M.P.,  who  was  better  pleased  with  the  tone 
of  Jemmy's  last  sentence. 

Jemmy  subducted  his  coat-tails,  and  sat 
him  down;  Mr.  Vane  subsided  vis-a-vis  to 
him,  and  placed  a  hand  upon  each  knee, 
vaxh  an  air  of  strict  attention. 

"  Allow  me  to  explain,"  said  Jemmy. 

Mr.  Vane  looked  dissatisfied,  and  bowed 
coldly. 

*'  Your  daughter  is  under  a  delusion, 
sir,"  said  Jemmy. 

"  I  agree  with  you  there,  sir ;  she 
thought  she  was  dealing  with  a  man  of 
honour." 

"Personalities  afterwards,  if  you  please, 
Mr.  Vane,"  said  Jemmy,  as  blandly  as  ever. 

Mr.  Vane  frowned,  but  recollecting  him- 
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self,  lie  sat  back  mth   an  air  of  resigna- 
tion. 

"Listen  to  me,"  said  Jemmy,  opening 
his   left  palm,   and  laying  his   right-hand 
fingers  on  it  one  by  one  as  he  proceeded : 
"I   never   proposed  to  your  daughter — I 
never  proposed  to   any  young  lady — on 
that   evening    in    question ;"   and   Jemmy 
cleared  his    throat,    then   proceeded :    "  I 
have  recalled  the  date  to  which  you  refer 
— ^the  15th   of  February  was   the   day  of 
Lady  Kenilworth's  hal  masque.     I  was  not 
aware  that  your  daughter  had  been  there. 
I  certainly  met  her  nowhere  else  during 
that  day,  or  in  that  week  or  month." 

"She  was  there,  from  Sir  John  Mar- 
shall's," said  Mr.  Vane  thickly,  beginning 
to  see  that  Clara  had  put  her  foot  in  it. 

"  1  admit  that  I  danced  with  various 
young  ladies;  I  admit  that  I  talked  to 
them ;  I  deny  that  I  said  a  word  that  could 
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have  been  construed  into  anything  like  a 
proposal.  I  don't  believe  I  danced  mtb  your 
daughter  at  all,"  continued  Jemmy ;  ''I  feel 
sure  that  I  should  have  recognised  her  voice 
and  manner."  (Mr.  Vane  looked  better 
pleased.)  "  Finally,  whatever  I  said  to  any 
young  lady  that  could  by  any  means  have 
been  distorted  or  misinterpreted,  I  never 
said  or  heard  a  word  about  writing  to  or 
hearing  of  or  from  her  father ;  this  satisfies 
me  that  Miss  Vane  has  confused  someone 
else  with  me  ;  and  he  is  no  doubt  breaking 
his  heart  at  her  silence  all  the  time,"  he 
added  spitefully. 

"You  talked — I  beg  your  pardon,  the 
gentleman  in  a  mask  talked  about  his  elec- 
tioneering at  that  time,  and  referred  to  the 
fact  that  my  daughter  was  in  charge  of  her 
ladyship ;  whoever  he  was,  he  seemed  to 
know  all  about  her,  and  to  imply  that  she 
knew  as  much  of  him,"  said  Mr.  Vane  se- 
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verely.  "  Whoever  lie  was  he  has  never 
Avritten  to  me — or  to  her ;  there  has  been 
dead  silence  on  his  part.  You  ^^411  allow, 
at  least,  that  it  is  a  most  extraordinary 
case,  an  incomprehensible  case." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Jemmy,  who  thought 
the  matter  was  now  as  clear  as  mud.  "  As 
to  the  gentleman  not  having  Avritten  subse- 
quently as  you  say  he  arranged  to  do,  it 
is  but  just  possible  that  he  too,  like  Miss 
Vane,  made  an  error,  and  fancied  that  he 
was  speaking  to  someone  else ;  and  having 
afterwards  discovered  his  blunder,  thought 
it  best  to  keep  silence  to  shelter  himself 
and  do  no  further  mischief" 

"I  see  what  you  mean,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Vane,  who  thought  that  he  divined  the  deus 
ex  machind^  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
Mr.  Blake  was  cleverly,  though  perhaps  not 
unwarrantably,  mendacious  in  denying  that 
he  had  danced  with  Clara,  and  pondered 
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in  his  mind  who  could  be  the  young  lady 
for  whom  he  had  mistaken  his  daughter. 

"  I  hope,  sir,  you  are  satisfied,"  said 
Jemmy  blandly,  as  he  rose  and  held  out 
his  hand. 

"  Quite  satisfied,  Mr.  Blake  ;  and  I  must 
express  my  regret  for  having  thus  misinter- 
preted and  accused  you." 

"  Don't  mention  it,  sir,  I  beg,"  said 
Jemmy,  who  reflected  upon  the  display  of 
feeling  on  the  part  of  Georgie  which  Mr. 
Yane's  letter  had  elicited,  and  rejoiced 
greatly. 

"  Good-bye,  then,"  said  Jemmy,  as  the 
]\I.P.  took  his  prospered  hand. 

"  Good-bye,  Mr.  Blake,"  said  Mr.  Vane, 
feeling  that  the  last  chance  was  gone  when 
Jemmy  expressed  no  wish  to  see  Clara  be- 
fore he  left ;  and  he  rang  the  bell  for  a  ser- 
vant to  show  his  visitor  to  the  door. 

Jemmy  hastened  back  to  Eaton-place; 
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Georgie  had  just  gone  out  to  eleven-o'clock 
service.  Ruby  was  hanging  his  legs  over 
the  back  of  a  chair ;  a  note  had  come  for 
Jemmy,  summoning  him  down  to  the  Lower 
House  by  midday  upon  urgent  business. 
There  was  no  help  for  it;  he  must  see 
Georgie  later  on ;  so  he  told  Ruby  of  his 
duel  with  Mr.  Vane,  but  reserved  to  him- 
self the  conclusions  he  had  dra^m  as  to  his 
"  double,"  and  fell  back  upon  a  havannah. 
Then  he  took  a  cab  to  Westminster. 

"  Georgie,  come  here,"  said  Ruby  per- 
emptorily, when  she  came  back  from 
church. 

Georgie  came  and  looked  at  him  ;  she 
was  black  under  the  eyes,  a  thing  Ruby 
had  never  before  seen  in  her. 

"  Why  did  you  walk  oiF  from  Jemmy 
in  that  rude  way  at  breakfast  ?" 

"  Clara  Vane  is  a  friend — I  mean,  an 
old  schoolfellow  of  mine,"  she  replied  in  a 
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dignified  manner,  yet  obeying  submissively 
Ruby's  fraternal  cross-examination.  "It 
was  very  wrong  of  Jemmy  to  jilt  her.  I 
couldn't  help  being  angry  at  tlie  moment ;" 
and  Georgie's  conscience  pricked  ber  as  it 
never  had  before  at  her  false  excuses. 

"  You  have  no  business  to  say  he  jilted 
her ;  he  never  said  a  word  to  her.  It  was 
the  Kenilworth's  hal  masque;  he  didn't 
know  she  was  there,  and  didn't  dance  A\ith 
her,  that  he  knows  of  He  swears  he  never 
proposed,  and  would  never  think  of  her  at 
any  price ;  he  was  quite  horrified  at  the 
idea  of  marrying  her.  Someone  else  put 
his  foot  in  it,  and  popped  to  her,  and 
Clara  took  the  chap  for  Jemmy.  He's  been 
and  had  such  a  row  with  old  Vane  since 
breakfast !  You  must  beg  his  pardon,"  said 
Ruby  dictatorially,  "the  instant  he  comes 
in  again." 

And  Georgie  remembered  the  date  of 
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the  hal  masque^  and  how  she  had  noted  at 
least  the  company  in  which  the  dove-silk 
and  spangles  was  not ;  and  a  revulsion  came 
over  her  as  she  put  her  arm  round  Ruby's 
neck,  and,  as  novelists  hydrostatically  say, 
"burst  into  tears." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

TWO  NEGATIVES. 

Mr.  Blake  went  round  by  the  Carlton,  and 
there  stopped  his  cab  for  a  few  seconds. 
As  he  came  out,  he  met  Algernon  Paget  on 
the  steps. 

"  How  are  you,  old  chap  ?"  said  Paget 
affectionately,  and  hastened  to  pour  forth 
his  congratulations  upon  the  verdict  of  the 
St.  Stephen's  committee. 

Jemmy  was  bland  and  grateful  as  ever. 

"Where  are  you  staying?"  interrogated 
Paget.  "  I  called  at  your  chambers  on 
Sunday,  but  you  were  not  in." 

"  I  am  with  Colonel  AVarren,  in  Eaton- 
place." 

VOL.  III.  0 
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"  0 !  I  dined  there  on  Saturday  night, 
and  I  am  calling  this  afternoon  before  I  go 
back  to  the  Yale." 

"  I  was  dining  with  Ralph  Romilly  and 
the  crews  on  Saturday,"  said  Jemmy ; 
"that  was  how  we  did  not  meet.  Nice 
race,  wasn't  it  ?" 

"  Magnificent !"  said  Paget,  who  had  no 
jealousy  about  him,  at  least  on  that  score ; 
"  your  cousin  Romilly 's  pluck  and  general- 
ship are  the  talk  of  all  London  ;  the  ladies 
are  dying  about  him." 

"More  than  he  is  about  them,"  said 
Jemmy  sardonically.  "  When  do  you  go 
back  to  the  Yale  ?" 

"  To-morrow  afternoon  ;  I  mean  to  be 
at  Cross  Coppice  on  Wednesday.  When  do 
you  close  for  the  season  ?" 

"  Next  week  is  my  last,  and  high  time 
too ;  half  the  packs  have  shut  off  already, 
and  the  blackthorn  will  be  out  in  a  fort* 
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night  or  so.  We  shall  wind-up  Wednesday 
week  at  my  house — lawn-meet ;  come  and 
see  the  end  of  us.  Can't  wait  for  a  May 
fox." 

^'  Ta-ta  !"  said  Algernon,  delicately  as 
Agag,  and  he  sauntered  up  the  steps. 

Jack  Marshall  almost  butted  into  Jemmy 
as  the  latter  again  turned  to  his  hansom. 

He  too  had  ample  congratulations  as  a 
neighbour,  if  not  as  a  politician,  for  Mr. 
Blake's  dethronement  of  William  Cook, 
Esq. 

"Many  thanks,"  said  Jemmy,  who  felt 
quite  cordial  to  Jack  for  the  good  turn  he 
had  unwittingly  done  him.  "Come  and 
dine  vnth  me  in  the  Old  Vale  on  Wednes- 
day after  Cross  Coppice.  I  suppose  you 
are  going  back,  now  that  the  race  is  over ; 
though  all  of  us  seem  to  shirk  a  long  rattle 
in  Whortle  woods  to-day.  I'd  ask  you  to 
dine  with  me  to-night,  but  the  fact  is,  I'm 
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hot  my  OAvn  master ;  I  am  staying  with  the 
Warrens." 

"Colonel  Warrens!    where   is   that?'* 
asked    Jack    cautiously    and    anxiously 
^"  Lowndes-square  ?" 

"  150  Eaton-place,"  said  Jemmy,  prick- 
mg  his  ears. 

•  "  Good-bye,"  said  Jack  cordially  and 
hurriedly,  for  he  had  already  made  up  his 
mind ;  and  Jemmy  tumbled  once  more  into 
his  hansom  and  went  to  expedite  his  busi- 
ness at  St.  Stephen's. 

"Mr.  Marshall,"  said  Colonel  Warren's 
butler  at  1  p.m.,  as  Georgie  sat  alone,  in 
anything  but  good  spirits,  in  the  library. 
Ruby  had  gone  out  riding  on  Georgie's 
horse. 

"Tell  Colonel  Warren,"  said  Georgie, 
who  didn't  care  to  receive  the  guest  her- 
self. 

"  The  Colonel  is  out,  miss,  and  he  left 
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word    that    he    should    not   be    back   for 
lunch." 

"  Where  is  Mr.  Marshall?" 
^'  In  the  drawing-room,  miss." 
And  Georgie  had  nothing  for  it  but  to 
do  the  honours. 

"He  has  come  for  lunch,  I  suppose," 
she  cogitated.  "Well,  he  shall  have  as 
much  as  he  likes,  if  he  will  wait  till  Ruby 
comes  in;  I  won't  entertain  him  by  my- 
self" 

Jack  Marshall's  manner  was  shily  em- 
presse.  "I  thought  I  should  never  hear  or 
see  anything  of  you  again,"  he  said,  when 
they  had  shaken  hands. 

"  I  haven't  seen  you  since  you  had  that 
horrid  blow  on  the  head,"  said  Georgie 
sympathisingly ;  "I  was  so  sorry.  You 
know  that  Jemmy  has  turned  out  Mr. 
Cook  and  got  in  himself?"  she  added 
exultingly. 
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Yes  ;  Jack  Marshall  knew  all  about 
it.  He  could  not  make  out  how  to  begin ; 
Georgie  seemed  so  pertinaciously  reserved 
and  shy  about  past  events.  He  must  make 
a'  plunge  and  get  to  the  bottom  of  the 
mystery. 

"  You  did  not  tell  nie  that  you  had 
changed  your  home,"  said  he  reproach- 
fuUy. 

"  I  have  not  seen  you  since  papa  took 
it,  that  I  know  of,"  replied  she,  puzzled  at 
the  challenge. 

^'What  made  him  give  up  the  Lowndes- 
square  house  ?"  . 

"  Lowndes-square  !  He  never  had  one 
there,  Mr.  Marshall.  He  only  took  this  a 
fortnight  ago,  for  the  season." 

Jack  doubted  his  senses.  "Georgie," 
he  broke  in  piteously,  "you  are  not  going 
to  give  me  up,  are  you?" 

"What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Marshall?" 
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she  asked,  more  dignified  than  alarmed. 
It  was  only  when  her  heart  was  touched 
that  Georgie  ever  lost  self-possession. 

^'  I  ^vTote  to  Colonel  Warren  and  you 
both,  and  my  letters  came  back  through 
the  Dead-Letter  Office.  It  was  cruel  of 
you  to  deceive  me  like  that." 

^'  Wrote  to  j)apa !  I  daresay  you  did. 
It's  nothing  to  do  with  me ;  please  explain 
yourself  What  do  you  mean  by  all  this  ? 
I  never  deceived  you."  But  as  she  spoke 
the  solution  flashed  into  her  mind,  and  she 
sat  breathless  for  Jack's  reply. 

''What  do  I  mean  !  What  I  say;  and 
what  I  said  six  weeks  ago,  when  I  told  you 
that  I  loved  you  better  than  anything  in 
the  world,  and  you  told  me  to  write  at 
once  to  Colonel  Warren." 

"Mr.  Marshall!"  said  Georgie  quietly, 
and  with  surprised  dignity. 

"If  you  like  to   chuck  me  overboard 
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now,  I  suppose  you  can,"  said  Jack  sul- 
kily. 

"You  forget  yourself,  Mr.  Marshall, 
and  circumstances  also,"  said  Georgie, 
anxious  to  give  him  a  clue  to  his  blunder 
and  get  him  out  of  the  house  as  soon  as 
possible ;  "I  am  glad  to  say  that  you 
never  used  such  language  to  me  before 
to-dav." 

"Xot  at  Lady  Kenil worth's  ?"  gasped 
Jack  Marshall. 

"  Certainly  not ;  you  have  made  a 
mistake." 

"And  if  I  have,  you  know  now  what  I 
mean  and  what  I  say.  You  do  care  for 
me  a  little,  don't  you?"  said  Jack,  clasping 
his  hands  in  entreaty.  "  I  shall  be  a  baro- 
net some  day,  and  my  governor  will  give 
me  fifteen  hundred  a-year  at  once,  to  start 
upon.     Don't  say  no  !" 

''  You  have  made  a  mistake,  Mr.  Mar- 
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shall,  in  evei^}^  ^^'^y?"  said  Georgie,  drawing 
herself  up  with  dignity.  ^'I  am  sorry  that 
3'ou  have  been  deceived  ;  but  you  deceived 
yourself.  Please  excuse  me.  Ruby  will 
be  back  in  a  few  minutes,  if  you  like  to 
stay  for  lunch."  And  she  sailed  out  of  the 
room,  with  a  stately  bow  at  the  doorway, 
and  went  straight  up  to  her  room.  She 
did  not  cry ;  she  had  enough  of  that  in 
the  morning ;  she  only  stamped  her  feet 
and  looked  out  of  the  window. 

"  A  pair  of  silly  people  !  each  thinking 
everybody  is  e\'erybody  else.  Why  don't 
they  marry  each  other,  instead  of  bother- 
ing Jemmy  and  me  ?" 

And  she  ssi^y  Ruby  riding  do^Mi  the 
Place  and  tiu'n  into  the  mews.  She  heard 
the  front  door  bang,  and  went  away  from 
the  light,  lest  if  Jack  ^Marshall  were  making 
his  exit  he  should  look  up  at  the  window. 
She  was  very  angry,  but  too  much  relieved 
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to  be  altogether  unhappy.  How  she  wished 
Jemmy  would  come  in  again  !  She  would 
like  to  beg  his  pardon ;  yet  she  hardly 
dared.  He  would  ask  for  an  explanation. 
Tell  the  truth  of  course  she  could  not; 
make  more  false  excuses  she  would  not ;  to 
be  sullen,  and  to  refuse  to  reply  would  be 
just  as  bad;  and  yet  she  felt  happier  than 
she  had  for  some  time  past. 

She  went  out  to  meet  Ruby  on  the 
stairs. 

"  See  if  Mr.  John  Marshall  has  gone. 
If  not,  you  must  ask  him  to  have  lunch. 
I  shan't  come  down." 

"Why  not?" 

"  Go  and  see,"  Georgie  reiterated ;  and 
Ruby  obeyed,  and  kicked  open  the  draw- 
ing-room door. 

"  All  serene!  coasts  all  clear,"  he  called 
out. 

And  Georgie  went  back  to  her  room 
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and  shut  the  door  again.  Ruby  uncere- 
moniously followed,  with  the  faintest  for- 
mula of  a  tap. 

Georgie  was  standing  in  the  middle  of 
the  room,  looking  as  cross  as  two  sticks. 
Ruby  was  only  eighteen,  but  he  wasn't 
"born  yesterday."  He  saw  what  was  the 
row  at  once. 

"  Come  down,  and  don't  fret  yourself, 
Georgie.  I  suppose  Jack  has  been  playing 
the  common  fool,  as  well  as  Clara  Vane." 
But  Ruby  did  not  yet  understand  Jack's 
confusion  of  persons. 

Georgie  laughed,  and  said, 

"  I  am  glad  he  is  gone.  I  was  alone, 
and  they  showed  him  in.  He  talked  such 
nonsense  about  this  horrid  hal  masque  that 
I  had  to  go  away." 

''So  he  can  play  at  hide-and-seek  as 
well  as  Clara  Vane,"  said  Ruby,  as  he  saw 
through  the  plot.     "They're  a  nice  pair, 
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ain't  they?  Come  on  downstairs.  I'd 
never  have  spoken  to  you  again  if  you 
hadn't  sent  him  about  his  business."  And 
they  went  down  to  the  dining-room  arm- 
in-arm  like  a  couple  of  schoolboys. 

Colonel  Warren  came  in  about  half- 
past  three.  He  turned  into  his  den  to 
write  against  time ;  so  Georgie  let  him 
alone,  and  postponed  her  confession  till 
the  evening.  Still  Jemmy  did  not  show 
his  face. 

There  was  a  front -door  ring,  which 
must  be  Jemmy,  she  thought ;  but  a 
strange  voice  sounded  in  the  hall,  and 
she  stole  out  of  the  drawing-room,  in  no 
mood  to  face  visitors. 

But  she  ran  no  risk  of  intrusion.  The 
visitor  had  been  foiled  once  before  in  at- 
tempting to  come  to  the  point ;  and  dif- 
fident of  his  oratory,  if  not  of  his 
merits,  he  went  this   time  straight  to  the 
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fountain  -  head,  and  asked  for  Colonel 
Warren. 

The  Colonel  was  in  his  study.  Better 
luck,  anyhow,  this  time ;  and  the  visitor 
screwed  up  his  nerves  to  beard  the  Colonel 
in  his  den. 

"Show  him  into  'the  drawing-room," 
said  the  Colonel  to  the  butler,  for  he  was 
up  to  his  eyes  in  work. 

*^  He  asks  particularly  to  see  you,  sir." 
And  the  Colonel  laid  down  his  pen  in 
resignation. 

"  How  d ye  do,  Paget?"  said  the  Colonel, 
rising,  the  pink  of  courtesy  and  affability, 
though  the  visit  would  probably  entail  a 
special  messenger  to  make  up  for  the  lost 
post. 

'•  I  hope  I  see  you  well,  Colonel  Warren," 
said  Algernon  with  suavity;  and  the  Colo- 
nel, having  responded  in  the  affirmative 
and  reciprocated  the  good  Avish,  wondered 
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whether  that  was  all  that  had  been  the 
object  of  the  interruption. 

"  I  have  come  to  talk  to  you  upon 
rather — I  may  say,  upon  a  very  delicate 
question,"  said  Paget,  as  he  stood  on  the 
hearth-rug  and  fronted  the  Colonel. 

^Tray  sit  down,  Paget,"  said  the  Colonel, 
di-awing  the  proffered  but  unnoticed  fau- 
teuil  nearer  to  his  guest's  shins,  and  won- 
derins:  whether  it  was  a  club -fracas  and 
the  etiquette  relevant  thereto  upon  which 
Paget  had  come  to  consult  him. 

Paget  sat  down,  put  his  hat  on  his 
knees,  then  on  the  floor,  then  on  his  knees 
again,  and  finally,  in  exaggeration  of  the 
Colonel's  suggestion,  set  it  on  the  A\Titing- 
table,  upon  a  wet  sheet  of  writing-paper^ 

'^  Ten  minutes'  work  wasted !"  thought 
the  Colonel,  as  he  calculated  the  effects  of 
the  smear  ;  but  he  did  not  mind,  and 
looked  just  as  courteous  as  before. 
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Paget  pulled  his  remaining  glove  off, 
paired  it  neatly  with  the  fellow,  took 
breath,  leant  forward,  screwed  his  mous- 
tache-tips, looked  the  Colonel  full  in  the 
face,  and  blurted  out : 

"  I  want  to  marry  your  daughter." 

"Hey!"  said  the  Colonel,  nonchalance 
personified. 

"  Your  daughter  —  Miss  Warren  — > 
Georgie !" 

"I  know  nothing  about  it,  my  dear 
Paget,"  said  the  Colonel,  utterly  aston- 
ished, but  cool  as  a  cucumber.  "There 
are  two  sides  of  course  to  such  a  question. 
This  is  the  first  intimation  T  have  had  of 
this  proposal  of  yours." 

"I  thought  it  my  duty  to  see  you, 
sir,  as  soon  as  possible,"  said  Paget 
humbly. 

"  Quite    so  ;    very   straightforward    of 
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you;  but  what  does  the  young  lady  her- 
self say  to  you  upon  the  subject  ?'' 

''  Of  course,  I  cannot  exactly  say^ 
Colonel  Warren,"  said  Algernon,  gaining 
courage;  "but  I  have  reason  to  hope  that 
I  am  not  altogether  a  matter  of  indifference 
to  her." 

"  You  have  never,  then,  definitely  asked 
her  the  question?"  said  the  Colonel  pre- 
cisely. 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  Algernon,  who  re- 
membered his  interruption  and  failure  on 
his  return  from  Weldover ;  "  but,  as  I  said 
before,  I  think  I  have  sounded  her ;  I 
mean,  you  know,  that  we  have  always  got 
on  remarkably  Avell  together." 

"Well,"  said  the  Colonel,  who  had 
certainly  noticed  no  empressement  of  man- 
ner at  dinner  on  the  Saturday,  but  was 
aware  at  the  same  time  hoAV  much  his 
daughter  had  been  out  of  range  of  himself 
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during  late  months,  "as  far  as  I  myself 
am  concerned,  I  have,  and,  as  you  know, 
•always  have  had,  a  high  opinion  of  your- 
self The  case  rests  entirely  with  my 
daughter;  I  shall  not  influence  her  in  the 
slio'htest  deo;Tee  either  wav.  She  is  full 
young  to  make  up  her  mind  for  life  like 
this ;  but  the  engagement,  if  it  comes  to 
any,  may  well  stand  over  for  a  year;"  and 
he  reached  his  hand  to  the  bell-pull. 

"  I  thank  you  much.  Colonel  AVarren, 
for  the  kind  way  in  which  you  have  re 
ceived  me  upon  this  subject ;"  and  Paget, 
felicitated  beyond  his  best  expectations  at 
the  smooth  going  which  he  had  encoun- 
tered, made  a  most  dutiful  obeisance. 

"  Ask  Miss  "Warren  if  she  will  come 
down  here  to  me  in  al^out  five  minutes," 
said  the  Colonel  to  the  domestic  who  ans- 
wered the  bell.     Then  turnino^  to  Pao:et : 

"  I  have   not   touched   upon   financial 

VOL.  III.  p 
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matters,  Paget,  in  any  way,  because  I  am 
not  aware  that  you  have  ever  lived  ex- 
travagantly, or  gone  too  fast,  or  done  any- 
thing to  encumber  your  property.  For 
my  own  part,  I,  of  course,  am  prepared  to 
make  a  handsome  settlement  upon  my 
daughter  whenever  she  may  marry  any- 
one of  whom  I  fully  approve." 

Paget  bowed  lower  than  before,  in  ac- 
quiescence and  in  recognition  of  the  im- 
plied compliment. 

"  1  scnit  for  my  daughter  to  come  here, 
not  being  sure  that  she  would  be  alone  in 
the  drawing-room;  if  she  sends  word  that 
she  can  come,  I  wiU  leave  you  alone  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  to  talk  it  over  without 
me  ;"  and  the  Colonel  composedly  and 
magnanimously  prepared  to  resign  all 
hopes  of  completing  his  correspondence  for 
that  day. 

"  Miss  Warren  has  just  gone  out  walk- 
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ing  with  Master  Charles  Blake,"  was  the 
message  from  a  tmie-honoured  butler,  who 
could  never  be  persuaded  to  recognise 
Ruby's  years,  or  ignore  his  nursery  title. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  keep  you  in  suspense, 
Paget,"  said  the  Colonel  courteously  but 
hardly  candidly;  for  he  was  delighted  to 
get  back  to  his  letters  before  post-time; 
and,  on  second  thoughts,  was  better  pleased 
to  have  an  opportunity  of  talking  over 
Paget's  mission  privately  with  his  pet 
child  before  the  latter  had  had  his  final 
say. 

So  Paget  rose  to  bid  adieu,  and  hoped 
to  be  allowed  to  call  early  next  day. 

"  By  all  means,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  I 
think  Georgie  always  makes  a  point  of 
going  to  morning  service  during  this  Pas- 
sioil-week ;  and  I  accompany  her  if  I  have 
tune ;  but  you  will  be  safe  to  find  lier  in 
soon  after  midday.     Come  and  lunch  with 
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US."  And  Paget  departed,  soaring  in  the 
third  heaven  of  felicitation. 
^  Colonel  Warren  sat  doAvn  again,  and 
wrote  forty  miles  an  hour  to  make  up  for 
lost  time,  and  restrained  his  impatience 
"svhen  he  heard  Georgie  and  Ruby  reenter, 
&nd  pass  his  door. 

At  6.25  he  sealed  his  last  missive,  and 
sent  a  flunkey  to  carry  it  to  the  post- 
ofiice.  Then  he  went  into  the  dramng- 
room. 

Georgie  was  teaching  Ruby  how  to  ma- 
nipulate a  Czerny's  exercise.  Ruby  wag 
ambitious,  and  insisted  in  going  direct  to 
the  Sultan's  polka.  The  teacher  was  con- 
temptuous and  the  pupil  self-willed. 

"  Come  and  talk  to  me  for  Ave  minutes, 
will  you,  Georgie  ?"  said  the  Colonel. 

"  Keep  your  thumb  do^\ni  to  the  end  of 
the  bar,  and  don't  try  to  go  too  fast  at 
first,"  was  her  last  admonition;    and   she 
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rose  to  go  to  her  father,  who  put  his  arm 
round  her  and  led  her  down-stairs. 

Georgie  understood  what  was  coming. 
The  Colonel,  though  idolising  and  affec- 
tionate, was  seldom  so  demonstrative,  ex- 
cept for  the  standard  morning  and  evening 
caress.  So  they  entered  the  study  and 
closed  the  door. 

"  Georgie,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  I  had  a 
visitor  here  just  now." 

"  Did  you  ?"  said  Georgie,  feeling  guilty, 
she  hardly  knew  why. 

"  Who  came  to  obtain  my  sanction, 
before  going  any  further,  in  asking  your 
hand  of  yourself  in  person^"  continued  the 
Colonel  in  an  affectionate  though  matter- 
of-fact  tone,  as  he  held  Georgie  in  one 
arm  and  stroked  her  hair  with  the  other 
hand. 

^' And  what  did  you  say,  papa?"  she 
almost  whispered  after  a  pause.  ^  ; 
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"  I  told  him  that  the  thing  lay  with 
yourself;  that  he  must  see  you  himself  to- 
morrow morning,"  said  the  Colonel,  won- 
dering why  she  had  not  first  asked  the 
name  of  the  visitor. 

"  It's  too  bad  of  him,  papa !"  she  ex- 
claimed, looking  up,  perfectly  scarlet  in 
face  and  neck.  "  He  came  bothering  me 
this  morning,  and  I  told  him  he  had  made 
a  mistake  altoo^ether." 

"  He  came  this  morning,  do  you  say, 
my  child  ?"  asked  the  Colonel  in  utter 
astonishment. 

"  It's  a  long  story,"  said  Georgie,  col- 
lecting herself  "  He  must  have  mistaken 
Clara  Vane  for  me  at  the  hal  masque  at 
Weldover,  and  talked  some  nonsense  to 
her,  so  I  can  guess ;  then  he  comes  here 
and  wants  to  know  why  you  and  I  have 
not  written  to  him  all  this  time.  As  soon 
as  I  found  out  what  he  meant,  I  told  him 
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he  was  talking  nonsense,  and  if  lie  wanted 
some  lunch  he  must  wait  till  Ruby  came 
in.  So  I  ran  away  at  once;  and  now  he 
comes  bothering  again !"  And  Georgie 
stamj)ed  her  foot,  and  looked  up  again, 
piteously  cross. 

''  So  you  sent  Master  Paget  about  his 
business !"  said  the  Colonel,  angrily  amused. 
"Well,  you  have  saved  me  the  trouble, 
darling.  He  need  not  have  gone  out  of 
his  way  to  tell  me  such  a  hb  that  he  had 
never  proposed,  but  that  he  had  found  out 
that  you  were  not  indiiferent  to  him!"  And 
the  Colonel  chafed  at  the  idea  of  duplicity. 

"  Paget !  Mr.  Paget !  I  was  speaking 
of  Mr.  John  Marshall,  papa!"  and  Georgie 
flushed  up  again  in  sheer  bewilderment. 

"  So  he  has  been  here  too  ?"  exclaimed 
the  Colonel,  seeing  the  plot  thickening. 
"And  you  did  not  come  to  tell  me  till 
now  ?"  he  added  half  reproachfully. 
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"You  were  out  at  first;  and  then  you 
were  so  busy  writing,  I  meant  to  wait 
till  after  dinner,"  said  Georgie  pleadingly. 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  Colonel,  and 
sealed  forgiveness  with  a  kiss.  "  But 
Algernon  Paget — he  has  never  spoken  to 
you  like  this,  has  he  ?" 

"  Certainly  not,  papa,"  said  Georgie 
promptly ;   and  in  an  ominous  tone. 

"And  what  am  I  to  say  to  him?"  asked 
the  Colonel,  who  had  noticed  the  tone  of 
the  last  speech. 

"  Tell  him  not  to  come  near  me,"  was 
the  decisive  reply;  and  Georgie  again  hid 
her  face  on  her  father  s  shoulder. 

"  Very  well,  my  darling,"  said  the 
Colonel,  rather  opening  his  eyes  at  this 
very  peremptory  conclusion,  so  opposed  to 
what  Pao-et's  self-oTatulations  had  at  first 
led  him  to  anticipate.  Then,  as  he  bent 
tenderly .  over   her,    he    continued  :    "  You 
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are  your  o^vn  mistress,  Georgie,  in  every- 
thing ;  you  know  that  by  now ;  do  just  as 
you  please.  I  do  not  think  we  have  any 
concealments  from  each  other,  and  I  hope 
we  never  shall;"  and  then,  as  he  felt  her 
heart  beating  with  something  almost  like 
a  palpitation,  he  placed  her  in  his  chair, 
and  said:  " Sit  still  a  second,  darling,  and 
then  go  and  keep  quiet  till  dinner-time ;" 
and  looking  round  for  a  water  croft 
poured  out  a  glass,  which  Georgie  de- 
clined. Then  she  rose  at  once,  kissed  the 
Colonel  in  a  faltering  manner,  and  left 
him. 

The  Colonel's  last  speech  had  stung  her 
conscience  to  the  quick  about  the  scene  in 
Rotten  Row  in  June  last.  But  it  was  too 
late  now,  and  she  could  not  Ijctray  Jemmy. 
Jemmy  was  not  everyone — he  was  one  of 
the  family ;  and  she  sat  down  at  her  bed- 
room window  and  gazed  below  at  the  lamp- 


218  THE  O.V.H. 

light ;  but  she  was  past  crying,  and  aston- 
ished at  her  own  self-j)ossession. 

And  the  Colonel  pondered  to  himself  as 
he  subducted  his  coat-tails,  from  force  of 
habit,  over  an  empty  fireplace. 

"  It  sounds  as  if  something  else  was 
up ;  who  can  it  be  ?"  as  he  masticated  his 
grizzled  moustache.  "  That  golden  baby 
Ruby  ?  Impossible ;  he's  a  year  the  young- 
er, and  she  is  the  thorough  elder  sister. 
Can't  see  it  anyhow."  And  the  Colonel  sent 
a  line  to  the  pillar-post  to  tell  Paget  of  the 
failure  of  his  suit,  and  vowed  to  keep  his 
eyes  open  at  Ruby  and  Georgie  that  even- 
ing. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

MAKE  AN  AFFIRMATIVE. 

Georgie  Warren  had  vowed  to  herself 
the  necessity  of  an  apology  to  Jemmy  for 
her  unceremonious  exit  in  the  morning ; 
but  it  was  hard  enough  and  awkward 
enough  to  have  to  do  on  any  conditions, 
at  any  time  and  place,  and  she  at  least 
could  wait  her  opportunity,  and  own  her 
contrition  unobserved  by  any  third  person. 
And  Jemmy,  moreover,  ignorant  that 
Ruby  had  elucidated  the  mystery  with 
Georgie,  and  eager  to  explain  everything 
and  clear  his  own  character,  came  into 
Eaton -place  onl}-  in  time  to  scramble  into 
dress-clothes  and  keep  the  soup  waiting  till 
it  was  tepid. 
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So  he  and  Georgie  glanced  across  the 
table  like  strange  dogs,  and  sat  in  the 
drawing-room  like  a  pair  of  sulky  children 
from  the  nursery,  till  prayers  were  an- 
nounced at  10  P.M. 

Ruby,  who  was  always  game  to  go  to 
bed  when  he  was  bored  with  his  own  com- 
pany, and  could  make  nothing  out  of  any- 
body else,  had  sneaked  upstairs  before  the 
hour  for  family  worship  had  been  an- 
nounced ;  and  the  Colonel,  still  in  arrears 
of  correspondence,  abjured  a  return  to 
picquet  with  Jemmy,  shook  himself  to- 
gether, and  prepared  for  a  scribbling  match 
with  the  small  hours. 

So  Jemmy  looked  round  for  Georgie 
when  the  servants  had  left  the  room,  and 
finding  that  she  had  disappeared  after 
Colonel  Warren,  lay  back  moodily  in  one 
arm-chair  and  slung  his  legs  over  the  back 
of  another.      In    a  few  minutes  his  head 
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was  bobbing  in  a  most  uncomfortable  nap. 
Georgie  had  been  to  confer  witb  Ruby, 
found  him  locked  in  his  room  half  asleep, 
and  was  told  through  the  door  '^not  to 
bother." 

By  saying  good-night  to  the  Colonel  in 
his  den,  she  ascertained  that  Jemmy,  if  in 
the  drawing-room  still,  was  safely  alone,  so 
she  came  back  to  clear  her  conscience  be- 
fore she  went  to  bed. 

It  was  an  awkward  commencement  to 
find  Jemmy  in  such  an  inelegant  attitude 
- — his  head  bobbing,  and  he  snoring  con- 
vulsively ;  she  was  just  going  to  back  out 
of  it  and  procrastinate,  when  the  rustle  of 
her  dress  roused  him,  and  he  looked  up,  and 
said  stupidly,  ''  Halloo  !" 

"It's  only  me,"  said  Georgie  ungram- 
matically. 

"  Come  here,  child,"  said  Jemmy,  sitting 
up,  wider  awake. 
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So  she  came  and  stood  in  front  of  him, 
as  Jemmy,  having  summoned  her,  scratched 
his  head,  and  did  not  exactly  know  how  to 
begin. 

Georgie  penitently  led  off  for  him, 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Jemmy,  for  leav- 
ing the  room  in  that  rude  way  this  morn^ 
ing.     Are  you  very  angry  with  me  ?" 

Jemmy  held  out  his  hand  in  reply, 
which  closed  on  Georgie's,  and  he  then  said 
drily, 

"Were  you  so  very  much  scandalised 
at  the  idea  of  my  cruelly  jilting  Clara 
Vane?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Georgie,  trying  to 
b^  candid  yet  self-possessed. 

"I  must  explain  the  whole  thing  to 
you,  in  justice  to  myself,  Georgie ;  it  was  a 
blunder  from  that  hal  masque — " 

"Ruby  has  told  me  the  whole  story," 
she   interrupted,    anxious   to   break   off  a 
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narration  which   must   detail,   or  at  least 
infer,  Jack  Marshall's  odious  preference  for 
herself,  "  and  I  am  so  sorry.  Jemmy;"  and 
she  looked  down  pleadingly. 
Jemmy  was  merciless. 

"  I  hoped  that  you  would  have  taken 
my  part,  anyhow,  even  if  there  had  been 
fifty  Clara  Yanes  in  the  case.  I  did  not 
know  that  she  was  such  a  friend  of  yours," 
he  said  reproachfully,  and  with  a  dash  of 
sarcasm. 

'^  No  more  she  is !"  said  Georgie  vehe- 
mently, and  this  time  in  perfect  candour, 
as  she  spoke  for  herself 

"  And  yet  you  were  angry  with  me  for 
her  sake?"  said  Jemmy  quietly,  still  pressing 
the  point. 

Georgie  was  silent.  Jemmy  -was  still 
holding  her  hand  in  his  left. 

''What  do  you  say?"  asked  Jemmy 
pertinaciously. 


224  .  THE  O.Y.H. 

"No!"  said  Georgie  shortly,  and  look- 
ing a^\'ay  from  him. 

"  You  weren't  angry  with  me  ?" 

"  I  couldn't  helj)  it,  Jemmy ;  don't  be 
so  unkind;"  and  she  tried  to  take  her  hand 
away. 

Jemmy  kept  his  hold,  and  went  on  with 
his  cross-examination. 

"So  you  irere  angry  with  me,  then? 
Jvist  so ;  you  took  her  part  against  me ! 
Well,  I  can't  help  it,  can  I  ?" 

"I  didn't.  I  Avouldn't  do  anything  of 
the  sort.  I  hate  her — there  !  you  know 
that;"  and  Georgie's  flushed  face  was  a 
picture,  as  she  looked  round  the  room 
away  from  Jemmy. 

"  Then  what  on  earth  made  you  so 
angry  with  me  ?  You  need  not  be 
cross  like  that  for  nothing,  Georgie;"  and 
Jemmy  in  a  reproachful  tone  still  harped 
on  the  old  strins:. 
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"I  said  I  could  not  help  it;  I  told 
you  so.  I  won't  do  it  again.  Let  me 
go." 

Jemmy  took  a  tack  nearer  to  the  wind. 

"  Then  you  will  never  prefer  her  to  me 
again,  Georgie  ?"  in  a  softer,  kinder  tone 
than  the  reproachful  banter  hitherto. 

"  No  ;"  and  Georgie  was  crying  fast. 

"Nor  anyone?"  he  continued,  and 
there  was  no  answer,  only  a  couple  of  tears 
pat,  pat,  on  his  fingers. 

Jemmy  did  not  know  how  long  he 
paused  before  he  again  spoke,  and  said  in 
a  different  tone  from  any  before, 

"Georgie,  child,  tell  me  one  thing — 
which  am  I,  uncle  or  cousin  ?" 

The  latter  fanciful  definition  of  Jemmy's 
distant  relationship  had  never  been  used 
but  by  Georgie  herself,  in  Rotten  Row  ten 
months  ago.  The  term  could  not  but  bring 
back  the  scene,  and  ideas  with  it.     Georgie 
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only  looked  down  and  drew  breath  hard ; 
she  had  ceased  crying. 

"  Which  is  it  to  be  ?"  said  Jemmy  very 
gently,  looking  full  at  her. 

Georgie  for  an  instant  raised  her  eyes 
and  looked  down  full  at  him,  then  on  the 
floor  again,  and  made  no  ve^ly ;  but  her 
lower  lip  was  quivering,  and  Jemmy  could 
feel  the  pulse  going,  and  he  had  his 
answer. 

He  took  the  other  hand  in  his  as  he 
rose  up  and  stood  close  and  full  in  front 
of  her,  and  bending  down  a  little  said, 

"  I  haven't  asked  you  for  a  kiss  for 
nearly  six  years ;    will  you   give   me  one 


now  ?" 


Georgie  drew  herself  up  for  an  instant 
and  looked  Jemmy  full  in  the  face;  then 
as  his  eyes  met  hers,  she  bent  her  head 
once  more  and  submitted  to  her  fate.  And 
Mr.  Blake  got  not  one  but  many  a  kiss  as 
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his  recompense  before  that  interview  was 
over. 

They  would  have  talked  on  to  the  small 
hours  of  j)ast  fears  and  future  hopes  had 
not  the  booming  chime  of  the  great  ormolu 
stair-clock,  sonorous  in  the  stillness,  re- 
called Mr.  Blake  to  the  realities  of  outer 
life  and  civilisation. 

So  he  secured  one  more  kiss,  and  sent 
Georgie  oiF  fluttering  to  her  nest.  Then  he 
stuck  his  hands  in  his  tail-pockets,  chewed 
the  end  of  his  whiskers,  and  sauntered  do^vn 
leisurely  to  the  Colonel's  den. 

"  Come  in,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  You, 
Jemmy,  is  it?  I  thought  everyone  was 
in  bed  an  hour  ago." 

Jemmy  stood  on  the  rug  and  subducted 
his  tails  under  the  genial  warmth  of  the 
fire,  for  the  evening  struck  chilly. 

Colonel  Warren  scribbled  away,  paying 
no   attention  to  Jemmy,  who   apparently 
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had  only  looked  in  from  sheer  idleness  and 
indolence. 

"There's  the  Pall  Mall,''  said  he  in  a 
minute,  as  Jemmy  stood  motionless  on  the 
rug. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Jemmy,  and  he 
held  it  in  front  of  him,  upside  doTVTi,  to 
qualify  for  occupation. 

The  Colonel  finished  his  document  and 
put  it  in  an  envelope. 

Jemmy  cleared  his  throat  and  laid  down 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  If  I  am  your  second  cousin,  what  re- 
lation would  the  two  make  if  I  became  your 
son-in-law  ?" 

"  God  bless  my  soul !"  said  Colonel  War- 
ren, and  laid  down  his  pen  to  see  if  Jemmy 
looked  fuddled  or  topheavy. 

Jemmy  looked  remarkably  intelligent 
for  him. 

''WeUr'saidhe. 
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"  Are  you  joking,  Jemmy  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Jemmy ;   "  are  you  ?" 

"Well,  I  should  never  have  thought  it, 
I  must  say." 

"That  I  wasn't  joking?"  asked  Jemmy 
blandly,  in  no  way  offended. 

"  That  you  should  have  taken  such  an 
idea  into  your  head  at  your  time  of  life." 

"  Is  there  any  objection  ?" 

"  Not  a  bit,  my  good  friend,  as  far  as  I 
am  concerned ;  but  you're  so  mortal  old." 

"  Hey !"  said  Jemmy,  whose  mind  and 
manners  made  him  often  seem  older  than 
his  years. 

"You're  a  dozen  years  older  than 
Georgie." 

"  Only  eleven,"  said  Jemmy  quickly. 

"  Well,  eleven  then,"  said  the  Colonel, 
laughing. 

"  What  odds  do  eleven  years  make  when 
we   come   to   threescore   and  ten?  and   if 
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we  don't  live  so  long,  let's  enjoy  life  and 
each  other  while  we  can." 

"  But  what  does  Georgie  say  ?"  asked 
the  Colonel. 

"  She  says  yes." 

"Then  so  do  I,  and  God  bless  you!"  and 
the  Colonel  rose  up  and  gTipped  Jemmy's 
honest  palm  with  his  right,  while  he  rubbed 
the  knuckles  of  his  left  in  his  eyelashes. 

Then  they  looked  at  each  other  a  minute. 

"  How  long  have  you  thought  of  this, 
Jemmy,  if  it's  not  a  rude  question  ?" 

"  Nearly  a  year,"  said  Jemmy  candidly. 

"  And  when  did  you  settle  it  between 

you?" 

"  Since  prayers  to-night." 

"  By  Jove !  well,  it  explains  one  thing 
that  I  could  not  make  out  before,  though 
I  should  never  have  laid  it  to  you." 

"  What  was  that  ?" 

"  I  have  had  Jack  Marshall  and  Algy 
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Paget  both  liere  on  the  same  errand  to- 
day." 

"Well?"saidJemm3r. 

*'  Georgie  sent  them  both  about  their 
business." 

''  Well  ?"  repeated  Jemmy. 

"  Georgie's  manner,  when  she  told  me 
she  would  not  speak  to  them,  struck  me  as 
curious,  and  I  could  not  quite  make  it  out ; 
I  fancied  there  was  something  further  be- 
hind the  scenes ;  but  I  must  say  I  never 
suspected  you." 

"  0  !"  said  Jemmy,  in  a  satisfied  tone. 

"  I  looked  upon  you  as  a  spare  gover- 
nor, after  myself,"  continued  the  Colonel. 

"  So  did  I  for  some  time,"  said  Jemmy  ; 
"but  I  got  too  fond  to  keep  my  proper 
place ;"  and  he  laughed  at  himself  and  the 
Rotten-row  scene. 

"Well,  there  will  be  lots  to  talk  over 
to-morrow  "  said  the  Colonel.     "  You  don't 
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go  down  to  the  Old  Yale  immediately,  do 
you  ? 

^'Xot  till  the  8.10  evening  train.  I 
have  to  be  at  Cross  Coppice  Wednesday 
morning.  I'll  come  up  again  after  hunting. 
We  don't  o^o  out  Good  Fridav,  of  course." 

"  Do,  by  all  means.  Knife  and  fork 
always  ready  for  you,  and  nobody  shall 
touch  your  room;"  and  the  Colonel  could 
not  resist  a  yscsm ;  he  was  b}'  no  means 
game  to  go  back  to  correspondence. 

"  Good-night,"  said  Jemmy.  "  How 
much  longer  do  you  sit  up?" 

"  I'm  done  for  the  night.  I  have  plenty 
to  think  about  mthout  more  -srating ;"  and 
the  Colonel  took  his  bed-candle  and  fol- 
lowed Jemmy  aloft. 

James  Blake,  man  of  the  world  though 
he  was,  somehow  still  adhered  strictly  to 
his  private  evening  devotions ;  even  if  they 
too  often  degenerated  to  mere  formula?,  he 
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had  never  missed  or  forgotten  them,  such 
as  they  were,  since  he  learnt  others  more 
primitive  at  his  mothers  knee.  Perhaps 
they  came  back  with  more  force  than  ever 
to  him  this  night,  when  he  coined  to  him- 
self, in  simple,  yet  hmnble  and  reverent 
words,  a  new  petition  that  was  not  for  all 
conditions  of  men. 


CHAPTER  X. 

JACK  MAESHALL  SIMPLIFIES  MATTERS. 

Sir  John  and  Lady  Marshall  came  up  in 
May  to  their  town -house.  Jack  made  what 
use  he  liked  of  the  house,  but  preferred  the 
independence  of  lodgings  in  Mayfair  when 
there  was  nothing  particular  going  on  at 
home. 

Wlien  he  wanted  a  variety  one  morning 
he  turned  in  to  lunch  with  his  sister. 

"There's  a  note  for  you,  to  be  for- 
warded, from  the  Vanes,"  said  Blanche, 
when  she  met  him  in  the  dining-room. 
"  I  suppose  it's  for  dinner  on  Tuesday  week, 
the  same  as  one  that  came  with  it  to 
mamma ;  it's  very  rude  of  you.  Jack,  not 
to  have  called  there  all  this  time." 
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"  I  did  not  know  that  they  were  in 
town,"  said  Jack  passively. 

Since  he  had  heard  of  Georgie's  engage- 
ment he  had  settled  into  a  chronic  melan- 
choly, which  his  sisters  nominally  and  good- 
naturedly  considered  as  the  natural  reaction 
to  such  a  lover  of  sport  as  Jack,  after  the 
lapse  of  the  hunting-season  and  its  attrac- 
tions. 

''  How  long  have  they  been  up  there  ?" 
asked  Jack,  as  he  held  out  his  hand  for  the 
note  which  Blanche  had  just  fetched  for 
him ;  ^'  and  where  do  they  hang  out  ?" 

^' They  have  taken  17  Lowndes-squarc 
for  the  season." 

"  Eh  !"  said  Jack  slowly,  and  looking 
scared  as  a  rabbit.     "  What  number  ?" 

"Xo.  17.  Open  your  letter;  I  daresay 
you  will  find  the  address  inside.  Go  and 
do  your  duty  some  day  this  week,  like  a 
good  boy." 
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Jack  read  his  letter  in  silence. 

""  0  my !"  was  all  lie  said  when  he  had 
finished,  and  sat  do^\ai  in  an  arm-chair  to 
contemplate  upon  his  best  line  of  action. 

"  What's  the  matter,  Jack?"  asked  Kate 
Marshall;  ^' isn't  it  an  invitation,  same  as 
ours  ?" 

"  0,  yes  ;  it's  a  rubbishy  invitation ;" 
and  he  tossed  the  pink  perfumed  note  over 
to  her. 

"  Well,  and  are  you  engaged  that 
day?" 

"Xo;  I  ain't  that  I  know  of;"  and 
Jack  screwed  his  moustache,  and  then 
scratched  his  back-hair  in  deep  delibera- 
tion. 

''  Then,  will  you  go  with  us,  like  a  good 
boy?" 

"Yes — I  don't  know — perhaps  I'll  go 
Avith  you.  We'll  see  about  it;"  and  Jack 
took  a  wing  of  duckling  to  keep  mind  and 
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body  going,  and  expedited  matters  still 
further  witli  a  tumbler  of  claret. 

Then  he  went  back  to  his  rooms  in 
Bolton-row,  and  discussed  many  prime 
cigars  till  5  p.m.  After  which,  as  the 
season  was  still  early,  and  days  not  yet 
fully  lengthened,  he  sent  round  for  his 
horse  from  the  mews  at  the  back,  and  j)ro- 
ceeded  to  attire  himself  scrupulously.  To 
avoid  the  pang  of  meeting  with  Miss 
Warren  in  Drive  or  Row,  he  had  exiled 
himself  from  the  Park  at  proper  hours 
during  his  fortnights  stay  in  town,  but 
had  of  times  gone  there,  ere  the  crowds 
collected,  to  smoke  the  early  morning  weed 
of  contemplation,  and  dilate  to  himself 
upon  the  folly  of  young  women  marrjing 
old  fools  ten  years  their  seniors. 

This  afternoon,  however,  he  seemed 
averse  to  conversion  as  he  turned  his  horse's 
head  up  Curzon-street  to  Hamilton-place. 
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His  unquiet  spirit  had  not  prompted 
him  to  ride  for  many  days  past,  and  the 
handsome  iron -gray  hack  exuberantly 
bucked,  kicked,  and  squeaked  as  he  ambled 
up  the  pavement.  Jack  saved  himself  with 
a  judicious  prop  from  the  pommel,  and 
hesitated  whether  he  should  not  return 
and  send  the  horse  first  for  an  hour's 
walking  exercise  with  his  groom ;  but  the 
rude  suggestion  of  a  small  butcher's  cad, 
glancing  from  under  his  meat-tray,  "that 
the  genelman  would  be  safer  inside,"  put 
Jack  upon  his  mettle,  and  determined  him 
to  face  and  fight  the  danger  out.  So  he 
held  bravely  on,  and  reached  the  gates  in 
safety.  He  would  run  no  risks  just  yet 
by  going  out  of  a  walk  till  he  was  more 
sure  of  the  iron-gray's  temperament  and 
good  behaviour.  So  in  less  than  ten 
minutes  he  passed  down  the  Row,  opposite 
the  entrance  from  Rutland-gate,  and,  as  if 
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a  coincidence  to  spite  and  unsettle  him,  the 
only  tAvo  equestrians  at  that  instant  enter- 
ing the  Ride  from  that  direction  were 
Georgie  Warren  and  Jemmy  Blake,  deep 
in  the  sweetest  of  converse. 

There  was  no  backing  out  of  it,  and  as 
they  crossed,  half  behind  him,  Jemmy  gave 
the  most  cordial  of  nods,  Georgie  the  most 
courteous  of  bows;  and  Jack  had  nothinoc 
for  it  but  to  doff  his  beaver  in  recognition, 
to  the  disapproval  of  the  iron-gray,  Avho 
shied  at  the  black  object  waving  over  his 
head,  and  plunged  viciously  in  resentment 
for  the  liberty  taken.  Jack's  bridle-hand 
was  all  he  could  spare  to  prop  himself  as 
he  endeavoured  to  replace  the  hat,  and  the 
slackened  rein,  as  the  hand  dropped  con- 
vulsively upon  the  tree  of  the  saddle,  en- 
couraged the  gray  to  take  a  final  kick  and 
fling,  and  then  set  off  at  score  up  the 
slope,  and  towards  Qneen's-gate.     Georgie 
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and  Jemmy  liad  turned  up  towards  tlie 
Corner,  and  so  hardly  noticed  the  mis- 
chief they  had  occasioned ;  but  a  couple  of 
mounted  police  jogged  on  in  Jack's  track 
to  secure  his  name  and  address  for  furious 
riding. 

Jack  managed  to  get  more  of  an 
"upper"  hand,  with  elbows  squared,  and 
reins  well  up  to  his  collar,  by  the  time  he 
was  opposite  Prince's  -  gate,  and  having 
so  far  seen  nothing  of  the  object  of  his 
search,  and  noting  the  narrow  continuation 
of  the  Row  beyond  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses a  blank,  turned  to  the  right,  oiFthe 
Row,  and  jogged  towards  the  Serpentine- 
Bridge. 

Nothing  could  be  simpler :  as  he  got 
into  the  new  ride  beyond  the  guard-house 
and  made  on  towards  Hyde-park-corner, 
straight  in  front  of  him  rode  up  Clara 
Vane,  and  as  they  had  not  seen  each  other 
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since  she  left  Asliton  Grove,  the  day  after 
Lady  Kenilworth's  hal  masque^  the  greeting 
could  not  but  be  pointed  and  friendly. 

The  longer  stretch  of  riding-ground  lay 
in  the  direction  in  which  Jack  T^^as  iroinof. 
Xothing  easier  or  more  sensible  than  for 
Clara  to  acquiesce  and  come  round  the  Park 
that  way  with  him. 

"  I  suppose  you  have  heard  the  news, 
that  Jemmy  Blake  is  going  to  be  married," 
said  Jack  presently,  by  way  of  a  feeler, 
io^norino;  Georfrfe's  name  in  the  affair,  as  a 
sore  point;  and  at  the  same  time  praying 
inwardly  that  whatever  conclusion  Clara 
Yane  mi^dit  have  formed  of  the  strano:e 
inconstancy  of  her  cavalier  that  night  at 
Weldover,  she  at  least  had  no  suspicion  as 
to  who  was  the  culprit. 

"  0,  yes ;  I  heard  all  about  Georgia, 
long  ago,"  was  Clara's  reply,  sinking  for 
similar   reasons   Jemmy   Blake's    identity, 
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and  on  thorns  lest  Jack  should  have  ever 
discovered  who  had  been  the  confidante  of 
his  heart's  overflowing  at  that  ill-fated  hal 
masque. 

For  Clara  had  heard  of  Jenuny's  repu- 
diation in  full  detail  from  her  condolent 
father,  and  though  she  preserved  her  own 
counsel  in  further  discourses  to  herself,  she 
had  not  far  to  go  to  guess  who  else  besides 
Jemmy  was  driving  in  a  dog-cart  and  run- 
ning about  electioneering  that  New-year's- 
eve. 

"  When  was  it  first  thought  of,  do  you 
know  ?"  asked  Jack. 

"  I  really  don't  know ;"  and  Clara 
underwent  an  ahnost  novel  sensation,  as 
she  felt  herself  flushing  up  to  the  roots 
of  her  hair,  as  she  called  to  mind  the 
parallel  idea  from  the  Old  Vale  in  refer- 
ence to  herself;  but  she  was  close  veiled, 
she  remembered  a  second  later,  and  Jack 


JACK  MARSHALL  SIMPLIFIES  MATTERS.      243 

could  not  notice  the  change  of  complexion. 
So  she  shook  her  wits  together,  cast  her 
tongue  loose,  and  rattled  off  like  her  old 
self  on  various  topics  as  they  slowly  went 
up  the  Ride  towards  the  Marble  Arch. 

When  they  reached  it,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  it  was  no  use  rattling  along  the 
hard  Drive  down  to  Hyde-park-corner,  so 
they  would  go  back  the  way  they  had 
come,  and  thus  get  as  little  macadamisa- 
tion  as  possible  before  they  regained  the 
Row. 

Clara  must  needs  canter  down  the  Ride 
to  Yictoria-gate,  and  the  iron-gray  giving 
an  exuberant  kick  and  squeak  as  he  set  off, 
did  not  succeed  in  completely  shunting 
Jack,  but  so  fully  employed  his  hands 
upon  the  saddle,  that  there  was  no  aid 
left  to  save  his  tottering  beaver,  which 
rolled  unmolested  into  the  newly-watered 
slush  under  foot. 
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Jack  fully  appreciated  the  luxury  of 
Clara's  groom  to  pick  it  up  for  liim,  and 
registered  a  vow  that  if  he  rode  that  brute 
again  he,  too,  would  employ  a  groom,  to 
make  himself  generally  useful  on  his  own 
account. 

So  they  strolled  about  the  rides  till  it 
was  close  on  dinner-hours,  and  then  Jack 
turned  ^vith  Clara  through  Rutland-gate  to 
accompany  her  home,  and  make  sure  of 
knowing  the  house  in  Lowndes-square  for 
the  future. 

He  had  not  screwed  up  his  courage  to 
speak  to  the  point  during  the  ride;  mind 
and  body  are  too  closely  bound  up  for  the 
one  to  do  itself  justice  when  the  other  is 
ill  at  ease.  The  student  who  attempts  to 
read  from  an  arm-chair  finds  his  capacity 
and  memory  enervated  in  proportion  to 
the  indolence  of  his  frame,-  and  in  like 
manner  a  weary  body  will  fetter  the  action 
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of  a  mind  that  may  have  been  lying  fallow 
all  day.  How,  then,  could  Jack  have  col- 
lected his  energies  and  planned  his  coiqxle- 
main^  or  subtle  siege,  as  the  case  might 
be,  while  the  iron-gray  was  fretting  and 
bucking  in  such  an  unjustifiable  way,  and 
Jack's  main  energies  were  devoted  between 
snatches  of  conversation  to  preserving  his 
equihbrium  of  body,  as  an  absolute  essen- 
tial to  that  of  the  mind. 

As  well  expect  a  swain  to  tell  his  tale 
of  sorrow  and  hope  when  seated  on  the 
pinnacles  of  a  thorn-bush,  or  when  eventre 
by  the  uncompromising  irregularity  of 
motion  of  a  Channel  steamer  in  a  sou'- 
wester. "  No  !"  thought  Jack,  as  he  reached 
Lowndes-square,  "a  place  for  everything, 
and  everything  in  its  place;  the  drawing- 
room  'inviting  repose  and  screened  from 
vulgar  gaze'  is  a  fitter  sphere  for  ethereal 
conversation  than  the  vacillating  inequali- 
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ties  of  the  pigskin,  a  body  ill  at  rest  as  the 
anxious  mind,  and  the  tout-ensemhle  the 
cynosure  of  idle  and  curious  gaze." 

So  Jack  bided  his  time,  and  Clara,  who 
had  rapidly  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
Jack,  if  not  so  bright  and  attractive  as 
honest  Jemmy  Blake,  was  at  least  heir  to 
a  baronetcy  and  twenty  thousand  a-year^ 
when  Sir  John  should  "go  aloft,"  and  was, 
moreover,  to  say  the  least,  an  old  and 
valued  acquaintance,  though  often  hitherto 
ruthlessly  snubbed  while  better  game  was 
on  the  wing,  thought  it  could  do  no  harm 
to  lend  a  hand  to  the  charm  which  seemed 
so  spontaneously  and  rapidly  to  have  begun 
to  work,  and  as  the  moment  came  to  bid 
adieu,  she  tenderly  expressed  her  hopes 
that  Jack  was  going  to  acce^^t  the  invita- 
tion sent  overnight. 

Of  course  Jack  was ;  but  he  was  going 
to  call  before  then.     He  had  not  known  till 
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then  the  address  of  the  house  in  town,  and 
Clara,  on  thorns,  noticed  his  confusion  as 
his  last  unguarded  speech  called  painful 
reminiscences  to  his  heart. 

She  hastened  to  change  the  subject. 
*'  How  had  the  music  been  getting  on 
lately?" 

To  tell  the  truth,  Jack's  heart  had 
been  too  full  to  sing,  or  even  to  think 
about  it,  for  some  time  past ;  but  Jack  did 
not  tell  the  truth  at  all ;  he  said,  "  0,  very 
nicely,  thank  you.  I  have  a  new  song  just 
bought  yesterday"  (a  frightful  fib;  but 
Jack  improvised  and  went  in  for  a  bold 
stroke),  "  and  I  think  the  accompaniment  is 
beyond  Blanche"  (still  worse,  for  Blanche 
was  a  first-class  performer  compared  to  the 
thumping,  hammering  Clara).  "  Will  you 
learn  it  for  me?"  and  Jack  was  half-startled 
at  his  own  audacity. 

Clara  was  as  cool  as  a  cucumber.     Of 
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course  she  would  do  anytliing  she  could  to 
oblige  hmi ;  he  overrated  her  powers  as  a 
pianiste,  but  she  would  do  her  best. 

"  111  bring  it  to-morrow  if  you'll  let 
me,  at  twelve,  and  we  can  learn  it  in  time 
for  your  dinner-part}^,"  said  Jack,  bold  as  a 
lion  when  met  half-way,  with  such  plain- 
sailing  before  him  ;  and  it  would  not  do  to 
chatter  any  longer  in  the  door-way,  so  he 
took  his  farewell  for  the  day. 

But  Jack  did  not  let  the  grass  grow 
under  his  feet ;  he  would  be  married  now 
before  Georgie  Warren,  just  to  spite  her. 
He  consulted  the  foreman  at  Chappell's  for 
a  new  song  next  morning,  and  was  true  as 
love  itself  to  the  hour  of  midday  at  No.  17. 

Clara  w^as  all  ready  for  him  ;  she  had  a 
trump-card  in  her  hand  after  all ;  and  what 
fun  if  Georgie,  as  she  was  sure  to  do,  sent 
to  ask  her  to  be  a  bridesmaid  and  she 
should  reply  that  she  was  better  engaged 
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already !     There  were  as  good  iisli  in  the 
sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it. 

So  Jack  produced  his  music,  and  they 
set  to  work.  It  was  pretty  plain  that 
nothino;  much  could  be  done  that  mornino;; 
Clara  was,  to  say  the  least,  slowish  in  play- 
ing from  notes,  but  would,  after  a  failure 
or  two  had  made  her  half-ashamed  of  her 
incompetence,  take  care  to  learn  it  well  up 
for  Jack  by  to-morrow,  or  any  other  day 
he  liked. 

fJack  was  glad  enough  of  the  respite, 
for  he  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  the  thing 
till  it  was  unfolded  on  the  piano ;  and 
Clara's  quick  eye  had  caught  the  pub- 
lishers stamp  upon  the  paper  that  enfolded 
the  music,  telling  her  plainly  that  the  piece 
was  fresh  from  the  shop,  and  guessed,  yet 
amply  appreciated  and  forgave,  the  fib  that 
had  been  perpetrated  for  her  sake. 

So  Jack  gave  up  the  song  as  a  bad  job, 
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and  sitting  down  on  a  spare  music-stool 
scratched  his  head  for  a  second  and  then 
said, 

"Don't  you  think  we  could  manage  a 
duet  together  ?" 

"I  daresay  we  could,"  said  Clara;  "any- 
how, we  can  try." 

"Well,  I  don't  know  about  trials;  we 
ought  to  settle  it  somehow.  Should  we 
keep  good  harmony,  do  you  think  ?" 

"  I  hope  so  ;  I  would  do  my  best,"  said 
Clara,  "for  my  part." 

"Then  let's  get  married  before  Georgie 
and  Jemmy  Blake !"  and  Jack  crossed  the 
Rubicon  with  a  bound. 

"  Bless  me,  Mr.  Marshall !"  said  Clara, 
utterly  taken  aback.  Though  fully  pre- 
pared for  the  idea,  and  ready  to  entertain 
it  when  duly  laid  before  her,  she  had  not 
given  Jack  Marshall  credit  for  the  only 
double  entendre  he   had   ever  perpetrated, 
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and  which,  to  do  hhn  justice,  was  only 
adapted  to  circumstances  when  he  was 
already  half-way  through  it. 

Jack  was  more  the  conqueror  than  the 
subdued  petitioner  that  had  so  bungled 
matters  at  Weldover  and  in  Eaton-place. 

Clara's  self-possession  was  not  far  dis- 
tant ;  she  only  waited  for  a  further  word 
from  Jack. 

^'You  will,  won't  you,  dearest?"  said 
he,  in  the  most  matter-of-fact  manner. 

Of  course  the  admirable  downcast  look 
of  embarrassment,  soft  pleading  glance 
again  raised  to  his  face,  and  inaudibly- 
murmured  yet  palpable  reply,  entitled  him 
to  draw  his  music-stool  within  range  and 
cement  matters  with  a  thoroughly- loyal 
kiss. 

"  Venij  vidi,  vici,''  thought  Jack  to  him- 
self; "  none  but  the  brave  deserve  the  fair." 
And  yet,  as  he  bent  him  home  again  after 
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liuich,  only  to  return  and  dress  for  a  tete-a- 
tete  dinner  with  father  and  daughter,  even 
his  philosophy  hazarded  the  comparison  be- 
tween the  sweetness  of  stolen  waters  and  of 
over-ripe  falling  fruit. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Jack  in  self-con- 
solation, as  he  counted  on  his  fingers ;  "  fine 
young  woman,  handsome  certamly,  highly- 
accomplished,  good  settlement,  goodish 
temper"  (which  was  true),  "  and  governor 
M.P. ;  not  half  bad  all  round — doosed  nearly 
equivalent  to  what  I  myself  bring  into  the 
concern." 


CHAPTER  XL 

KESIGNATION. 

One  more  sketch  before  the  curtain  falls, 
when,  on  the  Monday  after  the  Derby-day, 
Mr.  James  Blake,  M.P.,  of  Yale  House,  took 
the  chair  in  the  grand  saloon  of  the  Golden 
Cross,  Ashton,  on  the  occasion  of  the  an- 
nual dinner  of  the  members  of  the  O.Y.H. 

As  the  local  papers  would  say  on  the 
folloAving  Saturday,  "  the  cuisine  was  ex- 
cellent, and  the  wines  of  the  most  reclierclie 
description  ;"  so  at  least  the  majority  of  the 
convives  that  evening  seemed  to  imply,  in 
deed  if  not  in  word.  Even  hon  vivants  like 
the  Master,  Sir  John,  and  Algy  Paget  made 
the  champagne  perfectly  passable  with  a 
judicious  admixture  in  soda-water  tumblers 
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of  unlimited  ice,  and  tlie  smallest  modicum 
of  seltzer-water  just  to  kill  the  fizz  of  the 
exhilarating  fluid.  And  the  thirst  of  even 
that  sultry  evening  seemed  in  a  fair  way  to 
be  liberally,  if  not  altogether  judiciously, 
quenched  when,  on  the  withdrawal  of  the 
cloth,  and  the  completion,  with  due  justice, 
of  the  usual  loyal  and  patriotic  toasts,  the 
M.F.H.,  faced  by  Sir  J.  Marshall,  flanked 
by  Ned  Masters,  Paget,  Major  Crawley, 
Captain  Winthrop,  Major  White,  Jack 
Marshall,  the  Rev.  H.  Craven,  and  a  score 
or  two  of  other  well-known  faces,  to  say 
nothing  of  Ralph  and  Ruby,  once  more 
rose  to  his  feet,  and,  after  a  thunder  of 
applause  that  kept  him  mercilessly  standing 
and  perspiring  for  another  five  minutes, 
obtained  at  last  a  cordial  and  patient  hear- 
ing, as  he  proceeded  to  detail  in  a  business- 
like way  the  performances  of  the  past 
season :  how  that  no  less  than  sixty  brace 
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of  cubs  and  foxes  had  been  duly  accounted 
for ;  that  the  committee  had  given  him  the 
most  kind  and  cordial  support ;  that  the 
working  force  of  the  kennel  comprised 
forty-two  couples  of  working  hounds,  be- 
sides young  entries  and  parent  stock  ;  that 
jDroprietors  frankly  gave  him  every  support 
in  preservation  of  foxes,  and  aid  and  hos- 
pitality when  drawing  distant  covers  ;  that 
he  had  but  few  complaints  of  trampled 
wheat  or  rifled  henroosts  ;  and  wished,  for 
the  sake  of  sport,  that  brother  M.F.H.  s 
could  meet  with  such  support  and  coopera- 
tion from  farmers  and  neighbours ;  and  that 
with  the  reminiscences  of,  to  him,  a  most 
pleasant  season,  and  to  his  friends  he  hoped 
not  a  disappointing  one,  he  still  hoped  to 
hear  of  even  better  doings  in  future  years, 
and  would  call  on  all  collahorateurs  in  the 
noble  science  to  join  him  in  a  toast  of  three 
times  three  for  the  O.V.H. 
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"  Point !  left !  blank  !  one  !  two  !  three  !" 
Of  course  the  fire  was  hearty  and  furious, 
and  on  the  whole  but  a  small  percentage  of 
crockery  was  sacrificed,  for  the  evening  was 
still  young.      Nothing   could   exceed   the 
enthusiasm  of  the  self-congratulatory  toasts 
which  all  had  drunk  to  themselves  and  each 
other,  till  Sir  John  Marshall  rose  ponder- 
ously to  his  legs,  and  after  mopping  his 
face  thrice  while  he  waited  for  a  hearing, 
proceeded   to   give  his  friends  what  they 
would   allow  with  him  to   be  one   of  the 
most  welcome  toasts  it  had  ever  been  his 
lot  to  propose. 

They  had  enjoyed,  as  all  good  goers 
of  the  Old  Vale  knew,  a  season  of  most 
unexceptionable  sport — had  been  met  by 
the  head  of  affairs  in  all  points  with  the 
utmost  courtesy  and  cordiality ;  and  the 
only  clause  that  could  at  the  close  cast  a 
damp  upon  the  enjoyment  of  the  last  seven 


RESIGNATION.  257 

months  was  that,  just  as  they  had  settled 
nicely  down,  they  found  that  they  had  from 
unforeseen,  yet  he  could  not  call  them 
unfortunate,  circumstances, — for  all  would 
join  in  earnest  congratulation  upon  them, 
— to  lose  the  ruler  that  they  had  lately  so 
auspiciously  obtained.  They  would  join 
him,  he  was  sure,  in  a  hearty  Old-Vale  fire 
and  three  times  three  for  their  Master, 
Mr.  James  Blake ;  thank  him  for  the  past, 
congratulate  him  upon  the  present,  and 
wish  him  well  for  his  future  pai4iamentary 
career,  and  in  the  state  of  life  to  which  he 
was  shortly  to  change  himself;  and  add 
most  especially  an  extra  cheer  for  the 
future  Mrs.  J.  B. 

And  when  Sir  John  had  once  more 
resumed  his  seat,  and  mopped  excitement 
from  his  face  and  sympathy  from  his  eye- 
lashes, the  crash  of  welcome  and  congratu- 
lation to  the  M.F.H.  forbade  any  attempt 

VOL.  III.  s 
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to  get  upon  his  legs  for  at  least  another  ten 
minutes.  But  at  last  throats  got  husky 
under  expression  of  feeling,  glasses  were 
once  more  plied  to  their  legitimate  use, 
rather  than  to  the  subservience  of  kicking 
up  a  clatter  of  applause,  order  was  gradu- 
ally restored,  and  James  Blake,  Esq.,  M.P., 
rose  and  said,  in  his  old  quiet  dry  manner, 
warming  and  expanding  as  he  proceeded, 

"It  is  too  true,  gentlemen,  that  I  am 
compelled  to  leave  you  and  give  up  my 
employment  among  you  as  Master  of  the 
Hunt.  Though  that  topic  was  the  last  in 
order  of  Sir  John  Marshall's  kind  and  flat- 
tering eulogy  upon  myself,  I  cannot  but 
come  to  it  first;  for  as  I  look  round  on 
you,  it  is  the  heaviest  thought  and  only 
pang  of  all." 

And  Jemmy  spoke  so  quietly  and  yet 
so  simply,  that  they  listened  to  him  like 
schoolboys;    refrained   from   interruptions 
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and  interpolations  of  applause,  and  only 
bottled  their  enthusiasm  for  a  more  forcible 
flash  when  he  should  again  subside  into  his 
seat. 

And  Jemmy  continued : 

"  It  would  be  needless  to  say  how 
thoroughly  I  have  enjoyed  my  sojourn 
among  you;  how  fully  I  have  appreciated 
your  cordiality  and  cooperation ;  and  how 
thankful  I  am  if  I  have  by  my  endeavours 
in  any  way  promoted  the  interests  of 
sport,  and  conduced  to  the  pleasure  of  all 
of  you. 

"  That  I  have  so  soon  to  resign  my  office 
among  you  is  not  my  fault — yet  still  less 
can  I  call  it  my  misfortune.  You  will  all 
asrree  Avith  me  that  with  the  duties  of  mar- 
ried  life  and  the  cares  of  representation  of 
my  constituency  in  the  Lower  House,  I 
should,  in  all  probability,  be  no  longer 
able  to  do  that  full  justice  to  the  O.Y.H. 
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whicli  I  should  aspire  to,  and  you  all  would 
deserve. 

'^  That  I  have  so  far  been  fortunate  in 
meriting  your  approval  is,  I  believe,  be- 
cause our  system  of  management  is  strictly 
analogous  to  what  I  hold  as  my  creed  in 
politics — a  monarchy  unfettered  in  admi- 
nistration, backed  by  a  chamber  of  reserve 
and  a  provisional  government. 

"  After  all,  I  am,  I  trust,  only  changing 
my  service  with  you,  and  taking  office  for 
you  in  public  cares  of  church  and  state, 
instead  of  field-sports ;  and  from  all  that  I 
hear,  and  that  the  committee  have  so  kindly 
arranged,  the  horn  and  hounds  vrill  still  be 
held  in  the  family — in  the  hands  of  one 
whom  you  know,  and  who  fully  aj)pre- 
ciates  you;  and  I  trust  that  my  cousin, 
Mr.  Romilly,  may  in  his  turn  enjoy  his 
office  and  your  confidence  as  thoroughly 
as,  I  trust,  I  myself  have  done. 
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"  And  though  my  own  horn  will  be  no 
longer  at  my  saddle,  my  hand  will  often, 
and  my  heart  shall  always,  be  with  you. 
I  do  not  mean,  if  I  can  help  it,  to  quit  a 
neighbourhood  where  good  sport  and  good 
fellowship  are  such  synonymous  terms  ; 
and  while  I  can  no  longer  greet  you  all 
as  Master,  I  trust  you  will  none  the  less 
welcome  me  as  mate. 

"  And,  to  conclude,  for  the  kind  and 
hearty  way  in  which  you.  Sir  John,  have 
proposed,  and  you  all  have  received,  the 
health  and  happiness  of  my  future  bride  and 
myself,  I  cannot  fairly  express  my  thanks, 
lest  I  should  collapse  and  fail  in  the  effort. 
You  know  me  well  enough  to  understand 
all  I  feel,  and  all  that  I  would  say  if  I 
could.  You  will  forgive  me  if  I  simply 
conclude  by  saying  to  you  all  in  its  fullest, 
and  therefore  its  simplest,  sense.  Thank 
you!" 
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And  Mr.  James  Blake  resumed  his  seat 
as  quietly  as  he  had  left  it. 

What  with  other  toasts  to  follow,  im- 
jprimis,  of  the  new  Master^  Mr.  Ralph 
Romilly ;  then  of  the  committee,  coupled 
with  Sir  John  Marshall  ;  the  Ladies, 
coupled  with  Ruby;  and  other  minor  ones 
at  the  tale  end,  it  was  the  wrong  side  of 
midnight  ere  Jemmy  Blake  reached  his 
den  in  the  Yale  House,  no  longer  a 
crowned  head,  his  sceptre  passed  to  the 
grasp  of  Ralph  Romilly,  who  bullied  him 
to  sit  up  over  a  weed,  till  Jemmy  fairly 
sank  asleep  in  his  arm-chair,  his  havannah 
extinct,  and  hanging  listlessly  between  his 
jaws. 

"  Never  mind,  old  boy !"  said  Ralph, 
when  he  had  flung  down  at  last  the  burnt 
end  of  his  own  weed,  and  shaken  Jemmy 
back  to  consciousness  of  the  necessity  of 
crawling  to  bed  before  da^oi.     "  You  may 
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as  Tvell  have  a  fling  while  you  can,  in  the 
last  days  of  your  bachelorhood.  You'll 
have  your  pipe  put  out  before  a  fortnight 
is  over;"  and  he  patted  Jemmy  condo- 
lently  on  the  back. 

''  I  don't  think  Georgie  will  do  any- 
thing of  the  sort;  besides,  I  never  touch 
anything  but  a  decent  weed.  I  hate  pipes," 
said  Jemmy  in  the  most  literal  and  dreamy 
manner ;  and  he  groaned  helplessly  the 
whole  way  up  to  his  bedroom;  yet  before 
6  A.M.  he  was  coolino;  his  brow  and  bracing: 
his  nerves  far  out  in  the  rippling  waters  of 
the  Vale-House  lake,  as  he  lay  down  on  his 
shoulder  and  cut  his  path  in  the  most 
approved  side -stroke  across  the  reach  to 
explore  dabchicks'  nests  on  a  distant 
islet. 

Then  he  came  back  rosy  and  hungry, 
and  revenged  himself  by  an  administration 
of  cold  pig  to  the  still  slumbering Kalph,  who 
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contemptuously  remarked  at  breakfast-time 
that  Jemmy  was  lapsing  into  second  child- 
hood since  his  engagement,  and  if  he  must 
needs  be  so  exuberant,  had  better  go  back 
to  school  with  Rub\-  for  a  term  or  two. 

That  same  afternoon  the  cousins  went 
back  to  town. 

Jemmy  had  insisted  on  being  married 
before  the  London  season  had  run  itself 
out ;  there  was  no  fun  in  a  lot  of  dancing 
and  foolery  when  one  had  better  things  to 
talk  about ;  and  though  the  last  month  of 
the  Opera  would  be  sacrificed,  still  he  could 
not  eat  his  cake  and  have  it ;  and  it  would 
be  more  enjoyable  to  secure  a  honeymoon 
tour  before  the  Long  Vacation  had  com- 
menced, and  emancipated  Cockneys  of  all 
denominations  flocked  wholesale  into  the 
nooks  and  corners  of  Old  England. 

So  he  set  up  a  pair — chestnut  and  iron- 
gray — to  his  tea-cart   phaeton,    and,   per- 
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suading  Georgie  to  dispense  with  the  en- 
cumbrance of  a  l}ower- maiden  till  she 
should  return  and  settle  down  in  her  new 
home,  sent  the  phaeton  and  pair  down  to 
Llanorollen  on  June  12th  in  charo;e  of 
Peter  Mell,  whose  reticence,  yet  ready  wit, 
qualified  him  alone  to  attend  in  silence 
the  wanderings  of  turtle-doves. 

They  would,  so  he  planned,  drive 
through  Wales,  taking  their  time,  about 
till  the  middle  of  July ;  then,  as  the  flush 
for  the  Principality  would  come  earlier 
than  the  invasion  of  Scotland,  they  would 
again  send  on  the  trap,  and  similarly  do  the 
picturesque  in  the  North,  and  reach  Lord 
Valehampton's  shooting-box,  where  ^vould 
be  Ralph,  Ruby,  and  the  Romilly  gii-ls  by 
August  11th. 

Meantime  there  would  be  plenty  to  do 
and  to  see;  the  season  was  a  late  one, 
the  May -fly  not   yet   ofl"  the  water,   and 
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Georgie's  education  should  be  advanced  to 
throwing  a  fly  without  cracking  it  oiF  be- 
hind, or  spinning  minnows  in  the  lakes, 
astern  of  the  boat,  while  Jemmy  tried  the 
allurements  of  cock-a-bondhu,  red  spinner, 
and  black  gnat. 

To  this  effect  had  the  two  planned  the 
campaign,  and  canvassed  it  some  fifty 
times  during  infinite  tete-a-tete  rides  in 
Eow,  or  Richmond  and  even  Bushey 
Parks. 

Matters  were  rather  helter-skelter  in 
Eaton-place  on  the  eve  of  the  13th  of 
June. 

May  and  Ada  Romilly  had  just  arrived, 
and  as  a  matter  of  course  the  first  object 
of  interest  to  them  was  the  inspection  of 
the  trousseau.  That  qualified  a  good  hour 
up-stairs,  and  there  w^as  still  time  to  kill 
till  tea,  and  before  it  w^ould  be  cool  enough 
to  drive  in  the  Park. 
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Ralph,  wlio  was  suj)posecl  to  be  doino- 
the  master  of  ceremonies  to  many  members 
of  the  family  in  a  Jermyn-street  hotel, 
which  just  held  them  all  comfortably, 
lounged  in  with  Ruby  by  the  time  the  girls 
came  down  again,  and  half  the  Jermyn- 
street  contingent  were  there  with  him,  when 
by  general  consent  a  motion  was  carried 
to  adjourn  to  the  study  and  criticise  the 
array  of  Avedding-presents  laid  close  packed 
over  an  extended  area  upon  a  white  table- 
cloth, the  better  to  show  off  the  charms  of 
the  bijouterie, 

"  Aunt  Mary's  present  is  a  grand 
pianoforte,"  said  Georgie  in  reply  to  May 
Romilly.  ''  Jemmy  was  to  choose  it  him- 
self; but  it  will  not  go  down  to  the  Yale 
till  we  get  there." 

"  And  thsit  2)ctriire  is —  ?" 

"  From  uncle  Valehampton ;  and  so  is 
that  breakfast  -  service   in   the   open   box. 
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And  those  silver  candlesticks  are  from  Sir 
Jolm  Marshall." 

"  And  where  did  this  dressing  -  case 
come  from  ?" 

"  Ruby  gave  me  that,  and  a  box  of 
toothpicks  to  Jemmy.  Here  they  are ; 
he  will  insist  upon  having  them  properly 
displayed." 

"  What  a  pity  it  is  that  we  are  only 
nine  bridesmaids !"  said  Ada  Romilly  from 
behind.     "  Can't  we  get  another?" 

^'  I  am  afraid  we  cannot.  It's  very 
disappointing  ;  but  Clara  Vane  accepted, 
and  then,  as  she  is  going  to  be  married 
herself  next  week,  she  puts  me  off,  on 
the  ground  that  she  is  not  up  to  it." 

"  It  doesn't  much  matter,  after  all,"  said 
May ;  "  Ruby  will  do  just  as  well.  Your 
maid  has  time  now  to  trim  him  a  frock, 
and  he  shall  have  a  wreath  instead  of  a 
bonnet,  which  is  all  the  same  nowadays." 
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And  Ruby  revengefully  destroyed  the 
arrangement  of  her  chignon,  as  he  held 
a  long  tress  in  a  light  bridle-hand,  ready 
to  put  on  the  curb  if  she  didn't  keep  a 
civil  tongue  in  her  head. 

"It  is  disappointing,"  said  Georgie, 
•'but  I  know  she  must  feel  exertion  and 
excitement  very  much  just  now,  with  pre- 
parations on  her  hands.  She  sent  me  a 
very  kind  letter  yesterday  and  this  pretty 
bracelet,"  as  she  held  one  out  to  Ada  for 
insj)ection. 

"I  sent  Jack  Marshall  a  present  too," 
said  Ruby,  while  he  still  held  May  in 
order  and  durance. 

"What  was  it?"  asked  Georgie  inno- 
cently. 

"  A  pair  of  new  stirrup-leathers,"  said 
Ruby  quietly,  as  he  j^arted  the  long  tress 
between  his  fingers  to  make  a  couple  of 
reins. 
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"You  haven't,  Ruby!"  exclaimed  Georgie, 
with  reproachful  horror. 

"  They  are  nicely  packed,  ready  to  go  ; 
it's  all  the  same." 

^'  If  you  send  them,  you  naughty  boy, 
rU  never  sj^eak  to  you  again." 

''You  wait  till  you're  asked  to  talk," 
said  Ruby,  with  patronising  contempt. 

Jemmy  had  just  come  into  the  room, 
and  said,  "  Ruby,  there  is  a  great  box 
just  come  from  Garrard's ;  will  you  open 
it  for  me  and  see  what  it  means?" 

And  Ruby  led  oif  May  by  the  bridle 
to  help  him  in  his  task. 

Then,  in  a  minute  or  two,  having,  re- 
gardless of  May's  expostulation  that  he 
was  an  untidy  boy  to  make  such  a  mess, 
kicked  shavings  and  silver-paper  wholesale 
over  the  hall-floor  till  he  reached  the  kernel 
of  the  enclosure,  he  called  to  Jemmy  in 
the  next  room  and  said, 
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"Here's  another  Croydon  Cup  2ome 
for  you,  Jemmy !" 

All  turned  out  into  the  hall  to  see  what 
was  the  matter. 

"  You  untidy  child !"  said  Georgie, 
when  she  saw  the  litter  about  the  place. 

"  Stand  away  from  the  doorway,  and 
let  us  have  some  light  on  the  subject !" 
said  Ruby  peremptorily,  while  Jemmy 
raised  in  both  hands  an  ejjergne  of  frosted 
silver ;  the  stem  composed  of  three  foxs' 
brushes  crossed  in  centre,  the  ground- 
group  representing  a  "  death,"  and  bas- 
reliefs  round  the  basin  of  "  gone  away," 
"  full  cry,"  and  similar  scenes  to  these. 

"There's  an  inscription,  if  I  could  read 
it,"  said  Jemmy,  turning  to  the  light; 
while  eulogies  upon  the  new  arrival  were 
poured  helter-skelter  from  the  audience, 
wdth  wonders  where  on  earth  it  could  have 
come  from. 
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"Here's  tlie  story  all  about  it,"  said 
Ruby,  as  lie  dived  into  the  bottom  of  the 
polished- oak  case  lined  with  blue  velvet, 
in  which  the  epergne  had  stood,  and  ex- 
tracted an  illuminated  sheet  of  vellum  as 
long  as  his  arm. 

"  Here's  thirty  or  forty  names ;  I  can't 
read  them  all  through,  and  its  '  Presented, 
with  grateful  remembrances  of  good  sport 
and  good  management,  and  combined  wishes 
for  health  and  happiness,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
James  Blake'"  (and  he  pinched  Georgie's 
arm),  "  '  by  the  undersigned  Members  of 
the  O.V.H.'" 


THE  END. 
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